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PREFATOKY NOTE 



THOUGH the literature of the South 
African War has grown so vast that it 
would of itself form a large library, and 
though it might be thought that every 
imaginable point had been taken; every 
position occupied, every theory discussed, 
the author of ''The Biograph in Battle" 
may fairly claim to have broken entirely 
virgin soil. We are all familiar with the 
Biograph, and we have all read largely 
about the war, but the story of the com- 
bination of the two is a thing absolutely 
new in the annals of war or science. Mr. 
Dickson has succeeded in biographically re- 
producing actual battl^ scenes. He had the 
good fortune to obtain unique privileges and 
permits from the military authorities, so that 
he saw and heard things which probably 
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came within the ken of no other civilian, 
and by the use of the telephoto, together 
with great personal hardship, risk, and daring, 
he was able to get photographs of things 
which never before came into the eye of 
the camera. He was with Sir Kedvers 
BuUer's army through its arduous march 
to Ladysmith, and was an eye-witness of 
Colenso, Spion Kop, etc., and of the entry 
into Ladysmith. While on the march and 
in camp he was enabled to be continually at 
the part where " things were happening " ; he 
has been in the direct firing line frequently by 
design and on occasion accidentally and almost 
disastrously, and his travelling experiences 
under storm and stress of circumstances throw 
an instructive, though marvellously cheerful, 
light on the joys of camping out on the veldt. 

The author tells his own tale and not 
somebody else's ; we are not deluged with 
the criticisms, extenuations, and suggestions 
which have been so profusely and contra- 
dictorily crammed down the throat of the 
public. It is not his aim to whitewash 
generals or to condemn tactics. 

After the relief of Ladysmith he joined 
Lord Eoberts' field force on the march to 
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Pretoria, and was enabled to take some most 
interesting photographs ; for instance, Lord 
Roberts consented to be biographed with all 
his Staff, actually having his table taken out 
into the sun for the convenience of Mr. 
Dickson. 

But the greatest achievement, that for 
which the expedition was mainly undertaken, 
and which will preserve before the nation's 
eyes the occurrence of two great events in 
England's history, was the recording by 
Biograph of the Orange Eiver Colony an- 
nexation ceremony at Bloemfontein and the 
hoisting of the British flag at Pretoria. 
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October 14, 1899. — We sailed from Southampton, 
England, for South Africa, on the Dunottar Castle 
(Sir Donald Currie's S.S. Packet Line) in company 
with Sir Redvers Buller and Staff. 

Madeira, October 18, 1899. — We arrived at 4 a.m. 
We rose at 6, and at 6.45 the General and his Staff 
were on deck, as were nearly all the passengers. 
We were awakened by the boatmen trying to sell 
their basket chairs ; a most interesting and lively 
scene which I could easily see through my port- 
hole. 

On deck many were preparing to go on shore ; 
the General, however, did not venture, and contented 
himself with watching the Madeira boys diving for 
pennies and upsetting each other's boats. Coaling 
was the order of the day. Huge bag-loads of dusty, 
crumbly coal creating clouds of dust, and causing 
UK all, and every part of the ship, to suffer. We 
decided to get rid of the dust for a while, and went 
on shore in a row-boat. How delighted we were 
to get on terra firma once more, after five days of 
wild tossing ! 
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Madeira is quaint and odd in the extreme, and 
the f>xen pervade all the streets, attached to queer- 
looking sleds. The streets are paved with small 
round stones in rid<((».s to avoid over-friction with 
the sled rurmers. 

You go to the top of the mountain or hill by 
means of these ox-carts or sleds — that is, if you are 
not in a hurry ; or you may take a cogged rail steam- 
car d la lii(ji plan and wend your way up through 
(jiidhiss villas and small bamboo farms, rising always 
above, the town, which appears to be slowly sinking 
away at your feet, l^eyond this is the calm blue 
sea, dott(id close to the shore with various crafts, our 
own goo:l boat sfjeming no larger at this extreme 
distances than a good-sized canoe. 

W(; tri(;(l to \iyX l)reakfast at the mountain top, 
when} a V(;ry pietures(j[ue and beautiful hotel is 
situatcid ; but we found we had to satisfy ourselves 
witli tli(i pcirfnuK} oi' thousands of^tropical flow^ers 
arifl the; sound of falling water from numerous 
fountains. The very birds seemed crazed with 
d(;light, and were piping their little heads off from 
shcujr joy to be in such an atmosphere. Never in 
my whok; life have I felt such air ; it is surely 
bc^yond com])are. J^ut for the breakfast we waited 
in vain, and knowing how much we had to do 
lujfore the (le])arture of the boat, told the manager 
h(i would have to improve his service if he wished 
any custom, and departed fasting. We climbed a 
little further, accompanied by swarms of natives — 
guides 1 believe they wished to be called — whose 
one object was to see how much they could get out 
of you within a given time. The Church of Our 
Lady of the Mount was our goal, and after enjoying 



THE BIOGEAPH IN BATTLE 3 

the quaint old structure and its relics we lingered on 
the broad steps to drink in a scene of wonderful 
beauty. Peeping through a dark-green foreground 
of tall pine trees, Madeira appeared nestling at the 
foot of the great craggy mountain and kissed by the 
rich blue Atlantic. 

Soon we were recalled to the necessity of speed, 
which we shortly after realised to a rather startling 
degree. A two-man sled awaited us. We crowded 
into the one seat and were pushed off down an un- 
dulatory road, paved with small round stones. The 
speed was appalling at times, and often we quite 
expected to find ourselves in some one's kitchen 
instead of sticking to the road. The two men 
behind would guide the conveyance with their 
bodies while standing on the back runners, and 
when not going at full speed would leap behind and 
check and guide us by ropes. Halfway down we 
were politely invited to taste a glass of Madeira 
wine and incidentally to treat the guides to the 
tune of five shillings for four glasses. Our ship- 
mates were subjected to the same experience, as we 
discovered by comparing notes that night. I would 
simply add that they received only what we con- 
sidered them entitled to, not what they demanded. 

Returning to the wharf, we got into our boat 
along with some of General Buller's Staff, but as 
we were about to shove off, a native, without 
any apparent authority, stopped the boat and 
demanded that the payment should be made to him 
and not to the boatmen. As he was very insolent 
the officer nearest to him shoved him off into the 
water, when the fun commenced. A howling, 
screaming pack of boatmen rushed down the stone 
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steps and tried to get at us. The officer only 
laughed. As soon as the individual reappeared above 
the tide, making desperate efforts to get at his 
tormentor, there ensued a lively scene, a mad 
struggle for supremacy easily won by our friend. 
By this time the owner came, and at the boatmen's 
say-so he wfis paid. It would make a very funny 
picture to sketch the man being caught by the throat 
as he was about to step into the boat, and being 
thrown overboard, while underneath the sketch 
should be written the remark made by his victor : 
** Go and get a wash, you filthy beast." I might 
add that our friend was Major-General Pole- 
Carew. 

We soon found ourselves on board preparing for 
the Jiiograph picture of ** Madeira boys diving for 
pennies, and boats crowding in to get their share." 
The captain and officers gave us every assistance. 
Collecting our various snap-shot plates and films, we 
prepared the packet for shipment to London, facili- 
tated by the courtesy of the doctor, who lent us his 
surgery for a dark room. It was tlien noon, and the 
vessel was to leave at 12.80. Not wishing to trust 
the packet to any of the natives, we took a boat to 
shore and chanced it, seeing that the coaling was 
stiil going on. Halfway to the sliore we were picked 
up by a tug and towed in a most alarming manner 
through the boiling and seething water as we dashed 
along. We cast off from the tug and rowed to 
shore, beached the boat among the breakers and 
ran. Instructions were given to rush the packet 
through to London. As I am now scribbling again 
on board, I need not add that we ** just caught the 
boat " and had an hour to spare. Humiliating ! 
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As soon as we had lunch we quietly left the beau- 
tiful Madeira Isles. 

Then ensued a busy scene, swabbing the decks to 
remove the ubiquitous coal-dust. We were deluged 
with water, and had to dodge here and there to avoid 
the hose with its drenching shower. 

I made an interesting sketch of General Buller 
scrambling up on to the skylight to avoid the 
deluge, where most of us perched, to be shortly 
afterwards ousted by the sailors who wished to wash 
down the skylights. When the sailor requested 
the General to get down he laughingly remarked, 
" Now then, you wouldn't wash me off, would 
you?" and nimbly jumped down. Catching his 
eye, I could not help laughing outright as his kindly 
and intelligent face depicted the liveliest humour. 

Soon everything assumed its usual aspect, and the 
afternoon passed serenely on into a balmy night, 
brilliantly lighted by a full moon which showed how 
fast we were approaching the equator, as even now 
the moon appeared to shine directly over us, soon 
to pass to the opposite side of the sky to that we 
of the northern clime are accustomed to. The same 
thing very soon we must say of the sun. When 
further south of the equator it will be curious to see 
the sun bearing north instead of south. 

The order of the evening was a good chat with 
our genial Captain, officers, and General Buller's 
Staff, and the other passengers, among whom are 
included several war correspondents ; at the same 
time we enjoyed the popular airs of the day played 
by the ship's band, a band composed of the stewards. 
The first night we were regaled with a painful lack 
of ensemble^ but having discovered that they had 
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never before played together we rather enjoyed their 
unpretentious style ; so little does it take to enter- 
tain one on board a boat. These performances took 
place every other evening. Chess-players, moon- 
gazers, and the ubiquitous pedestrian, all have a 
part to play in a long, tedious voyage. 

This morning, Friday, the 20th of October, the 
General and his Staff took possession of the lower 
deck, as the heat drove them from the ladies' 
boudoir which was given over to the General in 
order to hold their councils of war therein. So 
now we discreetly pass by and leave them to plan 
destruction to our enemies and speedy peace for all. 

Saturday y October ^Ist. — Cape Verde to our left is 
a most welcome sight this morning as we first view 
the land from our port-hole, and we hasten on deck, 
knowing that it will be the last bit of land we shall 
see for eight or nine days. Our port-holes for the 
last few days have been open day and night, with 
wind-scoops pushed out to catch the air. I have 
the top-bunk next the port-hole and have to manipu- 
late to prevent our bunks being washed away by a 
sudden wave, which having once occurred on our 
second day out was a lesson indeed. The port-hole 
had not been entirely closed, and at *2 a.m. the sea 
got suddenly much rougher and we found ourselves 
deluged with water. My companion, one of General 
BuUer's Staff, occupying the under bunk got the 
surplus of what I didn't require, and gasped as the 
cold water landed on him. We endured the night, 
and rose none the worse for this long-drawn-out salt- 
water bath. Since then, as I have stated, the sea 
has been perfectly calm. 

By dint of sticking up notices everywhere and 
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getting together a few friends for a Sports Com- 
mittee, I shall soon be rewarded by having the 
athletic sports and games. These sports are 
customary, but it was evidently not proposed to 
have them on this trip. 

Another beautiful day, rather more windy though. 
The sailors are busy putting up the tennis and 
cricket nets, and between times hauling out from 
among the chaos of boxes in the hold those packages 
marked '' Wanted on the voyage." 

As the days pass on some of the social chill wears 
off, and we are getting to know each other a little 
better. Major Khodes could give me but very little 
encouragement last night regarding the near possi- 
bility of my reaching his brother ; as he fears that 
it will take months to rescue him from the Boers. 
He seemed much interested in my letter to Cecil 
Khodes and in what I told him regarding my plans, 
also as to what had been arranged in the matter of 
opening up South Africa with the Biograph, an 
undertaking which had been delayed until now for 
the double purpose of getting war pictures as well. 

We are passing through a very large school of 
porpoise, whose antics we record biographically en 
passant. Their little ways are so well known to 
the traveller that any further peroration on the 
subject would be superfluous. 

The bugle echoes through the ship, announcing 
lunch, and immediately the General, a true soldier, 
is on time and takes his place at table. Never have 
I seen him late for any meal. One of the officers 
whom I questioned as to the meaning of the meal- 
time bugle calls, stated that they were associated 
with the following touching lines : 
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** ()(\uu'.th' wivoH have pudding aad pies, 
Siiri^ooiiH' wives have Hkilly, 
IVivattiH* WivcH have two black eyes — 
It nearly drives tlieni silly.*' 

** (!offM! ii) the eorik-house door, conic to the cook-house door. 



*t 



It \H hard to diKCover the history of these odd 
lituiH and wh(5ii first thoy came into use. I quote 
thitiii \wv('. for what they are worth. 

HuNflai/, Ortohrr 2'2nd, — Peace reigns supreme ; 
th(j o(j<!an is as flat as a pancake. What a contrast 
to last Snnday ! IMie liighly interesting and much 
ahuH(;d HiifTenirs have no excuse to stay in their 
hiuiks and so an; seen on deck, being tenderly 
cared for by their n^spective gallants, who tuck 
them into tluiir steamer chairs and supply them 
with ic(5s and h^mon stjuashes. 

At 10.15 we hav(^ ship's muster on the lower 
decks, when all the avaihihle crew and oflficers are 
pr(!S(;nt for inspc^ction by tlie Captain as he passes 
down tlic. Mni^ of nr/n, who salute in turn. In ten 
minutes the, lormahty is over, and a tinkling bell 
n^minds us that (hvine service is about to be held 
in th(5 saloon, so thither we all trooi). The Captain 
Ixi^'an by announein;j[ to the (icneral's chaplain that 
he was the Hishoj) of this diocese and was going to ■ 
cut the (jeremony short, taking the desk to empha- 
sise, his words. 'Vhc. ('haplain is indeed cut out of 
his proposed sermon, but the Captain magnani- 
mously })ermits him to chime in at certain parts 
of tlu; service. The little organ is ably handled by 
our ship's doctor. The (general takes his usual 
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place, and is a striking figure of calm dignity, with 
a face that grows on you, a kindly good face. 

How immortally fresh and appropriate was the 
psalm which followed (Psa. cvii.), niore especially 
verses 23 to 31 : . ** They that go down to the sea in 
ships and occupy their business in gteat waters; 
these see the works of the Lord, and His wonders 
in the deep. For at His word the stormy wind 
ariseth, which lifteth up the waves thereof. They 
are carried up to heaven and down again to the 
deep ; their soul melteth away because of the 
trouble. They reel to and fro, and stagger like a 
drunken man, and are at their wits' end. So when 
they cry unto the Lord in their trouble He delivereth 
them out of their distress. For He makcth the 
storm to cease, so that the waves thereof are 
still. Then are they glad because they are at rest, 
and so He bringeth them to the haven where they 
would be. Oh that men would therefore praise the 
Lord for His goodness, and declare His wonders 
that He doeth for the children of men ! " 

Then two hymns were sung, the first verse of one 
being especially appropriate. 

For those at Sea. 

** These tnen see the works of the Lordy mid His wonders 

in the deep.'' 

" Eternal Father, strong to save, 
Whose ann hath hound the restless wave ; 
Who bid'st the mighty ocean deep 
Its own appointed Hmits keep : 

Oh hear us when we cry to Thee 

For those in peril on the sea." 

I need not add that one and all were mopping 
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themselves, and to have heard a sermon of any 
length would have been insufferable, and so we bless 
our characteristic dismissal of said sermon. I am 
quite sure that the General had been told of this, for 
he greeted the Captain with a brilliant smile, quickly 
repressed, as the Captain took up his stand and in a 
matter-of-fact, business-like way, as much as to say, 
** Now it is d — d hot, and I'll have no nonsense 
about this, but get through as soon as possible.'* 
Strange to say, however, we all forgot the equatorial 
heat in our gratitude for the Lord's care of us, and 
in our enjoyment of the service. 

There seems to be a great dark cloud of responsi- 
bility overshadowing us all, almost impossible to 
shake off. Little groups of officers surrounding 
their General and talking in undertones are fre- 
quently to be seen. As fear is unknown in the 
British soldier, it can but be a question of. What is 
best? What is our wisest plan? There are many 
officers and soldiers who have brought with them all 
that they hold most dear, devoted helpmeets who 
may have to remain in Capetown or Durban during 
the war. 

We are all to be inoculated, it seems, in order to 
avoid a possible danger of typhoid. Not a pleasant 
thought, but as it is part of the programme, we can 
but submit to the inevitable. 

Passing the barber's shop we find the attendant 
very much excited over a message from the General 
to the effect that he would come at twelve to get his 
hair cut. The barber refused every other customer 
for fear the General might pop in unexpectedly. 
Our tonsorial friend tells me afterwards enthusiasti- 
cally that '' the General is a gentleman, sir, and as 
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kind as he can be. Just think how eaaily he talked 
to me, yes, he did, al! the tinae he was having his 
hair cut ; and when a man came in for a pipe, and 
I tokl him to come later, the General up and said, 
' Why, give him his pipe, I am in no hurry ' — and 
I did!" 

We steam along in the most placid of waters ; 




konly Hemi-occasionally does father Neptune disturb 
It the deeps, as on the occasion of yesterday when we 
F-Crossed the " line," and were surprised by a visit 
I from the marine god and his spouse. We noticed 
Lone of the sailors frantically waving his hands and 
i shouting for the Captain to come and look. Before 
I we could reach the ship's bow, which was plmiging 
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about in rather an alarming way, we were rewarded 
by a curious sight, Neptune's head and shoulders in 
a Hhower of spray appearing over the bow. He 
held his trident in one hand while gallantly assisting 
his partner to climb over the rails. The couple 
stood in rapt wonder for a moment as Captain 
Jiigby and his officers came forward to greet them. 
The august personages were immediately escorted 
over the ship, and for their better entertainment 
certain games were ordered. Two bright sailor lads 
quickly dropped down and went through a so-called 
cock-fight with their hands tied over their knees and 
spitted with a broom-handle. This was evidently a 
happy thought, as it afforded their Majesties much 
amusement. The purpose of the game was to try 
and knock each other over, using feet, elbows, and 
head. These events ara on our Biograph, and per- 
haps London tastes may not be too fickle to appre- 
ciate th(nn, considering the conditions under which 
these games took place ; for a sailor's life does not 
admit oi* many theatrical properties. For instance, 
an old rope's end is ])ulled ai)art and cut into lengths 
and the rc*.sult is a wig. 

Then W(^ have a good game of cricket, and Father 
Neptune is so well pleased with his reception that 
he overlooks the customary tarring and feathering 
and final sousing and shaving of the unfortunate 
passenger who has no ])revious record for crossing 
the line. 

Siiortly afterwards we see a ship, and the log 
entry n^ads : " Sighted October '28rd, ;i p.m., the 
Nine veil.'' We soon get near enough to hear the 
shouts of our friends, the New South Wales Lancers, 
en route to Capetown. As soon as we were near 
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enough, Captain Rigbygot General BuUer up on the 
bridge, where he was vociferously greeted. The 
Nineveh was going much slower than our boat ; the 
former at the rate of twelve, the latter at sixteen 
knots an hour, which fact allowed us to see eath 
other but for a few short minutes. 

I omitted to mention that Sunday evening, about 
nine, we sighted one of the Union Line boats, to 
which we signalled by means of a steady white 
light burned at the stern ; then a series of white 
balls of fire were thrown by rockets. The answer- 
ing signal came distinctly : white light, then red 
rocket balls, indicating Union Line. Just then 
General Buller came out of his cabin rather preci- 
pitately and inquired of the Captain if any signalling 
were possible, but as the vessel was too far off the 
idea was abandoned. The General had hoped to 
get later news. The tidings we got afMadeira 
were ** Kimberley surrounded, Rhodes cut off." As 
this Union boat had left Capetown twelve hours 
after the issuing of the above bulletin we all felt 
wild for the latest. 

The crossing of the equatorial line has but one 
recommendation ; for days we have been feasting 
our eyes on indescribably beautiful sunsets. There 
was no heat ; on the contrary the weather was very 
cool, almost cold. The night before the crossing 
was warm, but not unpleasantly so. Nevertheless 
several gentlemen were seen taking up their beds 
and walking them on deck. This novelty was soon 
discontinued, however, owing to the very early 
swabbing of the decks and the necessity of retiring 
late, which admitted of but little sleep. 

Wednesday, October 2bth. — The ship's games have 
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commsnced in earnest, the liveliest interest being 
evinced by all the classes — the second and third 
being admitted. The programme shows our General 
at the head of the committee. He is also occasionallv 
present, showing a special interest in the tug-of-war 
maimed by eight stalwart staff officers on one side 
pitted against the second-class passengers, then 
against the Marines. It was a magnificent sight — 
every muscle strained to the highest tension, and for 
a few moments there was no advance on either side. 
Gradually our friends of the staff gained a few inches 
in their favour, lost foot, regained, and finally, with 
a yell, tore along backwards, passing the knot over 
the chalk mark. 

Thursday, 'liSth. — The second day of our sports 
opened with a dull grey sky, not photographically 
encouraging. At two in the afternoon we were 
amused with tilting at the bucket, and those who 
escaped a good wetting were loudly applauded. A 
bucket is suspended in mid-air filled with water. A 
board, with a hole in the middle large enough to 
receive the tilting-stick, is fastened to the bucket. 
Should the tilting-stick go through the hole, the 
bucket would naturally not upset, but the striking 
of the board upsets the balance and over goes the 
water on man and horse, the latter represented by a 
stout chap carrying his companion on his back. A 
good many of the passengers readily went in for 
these sports. The last of the series, an obstacle race, 
caused a great sensation. 

I am now trying to get over the purgatorial pains 
of an inoculation against typhoid. The Staff doctor, 
Captain Hughes, extended to us three civilians this 
privilege, of which we gladly took advantage. At 
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five punctually we found ourselves standing in a row 
meekly awaiting the execution ; a hypodermic in- 
jection of dea|d typhoid germs in your side isn't a 
pleasant thought. 

Friday, '11 th, — What a torturous night ! fever, 
racking pains, and a swollen side ! One of my com- 
panions has entirely collapsed, while the other one is 
almost well. It is curious how much more some are 
affected than others. At five this afternoon we crawl 
out and dress for dinner and the fancy dress ball. 
The ball is admirably got up, considering how few 
things adapted to the purpose are to be found in 
tightly packed steamer trunks. Sir Eedvers is on 
deck, laughing heartily at the costumes and the 
occasiotially ungainly waddle of a pair dressed as 
butterflies or sylphs. 

Sunday, 2^th. — We are hors de combat through 
this inoculation. At this juncture a ship hove in 
sight. Great excitement ensued. General Buller, 
who had quietly retired with a book newly cut for 
him by Lord Gerard, popped out of his lower deck 
private saloon, went to his deck cabin for glasses and 
was caught, as fortunately my assistant had not left 
his post. The vessel was bound for London, and 
the following taken from the captain's ship's-log 
reads : ** Passed the Australasia, White Star Line, at 
12.16 noon ; position, i26.57 S. Latitude, 11.57 E. ; 
535 miles distant from Capetown." We signalled 
** What news?" and when we passed within three 
hundred yards we read on a huge blackboard : 

BOERS DEFEATED— THREE BATTLES— PENN- 

SYMONS KILLED. 

Not a shout was heard on board. The appalling 



news of General renn-Sytuons" death overshaddW 
tile gnoii news. Our officers only expressed the 
hope that they might get a chance for vengeance. 

About three o'clock, while on the bridge talking 
to the officers, the look-out reported another ship in 




sight. Every one rushed frantically to the sides as 
the news circulated, ouly, however, to see a mere 
speck on the horizon— evidently a ship going in the 
same direction as the Ditnottar. We quickly got 
the "Bio" in position, but finding the lighting rathei 
poor I asked tlie Captain, would he changa 
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course of the boat, so that we should pass the 
steamer on our left instead of on the right ; and, as 
usual, he accommodatingly gave the order. Just 
then Sir Eedvers came tramping up the steps and 
gazed intently at the vessel. The camera was focussed 
on the General. The General tried to shove the 
Captain in the way, taking him by the shoulders to 
do so. When I had secured three or four he called 
out to me : ** That'll do ; if you take any more I'll 
throw you overboard." 

Monday, October 30th. — We are getting out our 
mail-bags, 800 in number, and everybody is packing; 
the military cleaning up their already badly rusted 
swords. The Captain reports that we shall get in 
about eleven to-night, and hints very broadly that 
the General has an idea of escaping the festivities 
by going on shore in the tug. I hardly think his 
shore friends will allow that, as a special demon- 
stration is, we believe, in preparation. 

I must close now for the mail, and if I can post 
anything later to catch the same mail I will do so. — 
Must add that we have just stopped opposite Cape- 
town, which is brilliantly lighted. The anchors 
are all out, and we sight the tug of the harbour- 
master, Captain -Stevens, coming to meet us. I am 
introduced to the Captain, and he promises us his 
help for to-morrow. 

Tuesday, October 31st. — Up at 5.80. We dress 
rapidly while the ship is approaching the docks. 
We soon find ourselves surrounded by busy news- 
vendors. How eagerly we read the news ; what 
excitement ! Soon the sun peeps out, and we 
rejoice in the thought of a clear day for our work. 
While I am busy erecting a platform opposite the 

3 
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Sharp at eight all was ready for the receptjonj.f 
the machine focussed on the gangway over whic^ 
the General, his Staff, and friends were to pass, 
together witJi General Forestier Walker, who arrived 
at an early hour tn breakfast with Sir Redvers. 

At nine promptly the guard of honour (local 
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him on board. General Walker followed immedi- 
ately behind the Captain. The guard of honour was 
silently and quickly inspected by Sir Redvers, who 
then was driven in a carriage to the Governor's 
house. We followed, of course. 

While in town I took the first opportunity of 
getting acquainted with the Donald Currie Company 
managers, who received me most courteously, offer- 
ing every assistance in their power. 

We next made a visit to Cecil Rhodes' beautiful 
residence on the distant outskirts of the city. 'We 
arrived there in a shower of rain mixed with hail. 
Sir Charles Metcalf, as well as Cecil Rhodes' secre- 
tary, on whom 1 had counted for information, were 
at the seat of war. The residence in question is 
most picturesque, resembling in great measure the 
old Colonial colonnaded style ; with a large porch 
ornamented here and there with captured Portu- 
guese and other cannon. The house is almost 
obscured from view as one approaches by a beauti- 
ful grove of large evergreen trees. At the back of 
these trees is situated the famous menagerie. . I 
wish I were able to describe my first sensations on 
touching South African soil ; the overwhelming 
wonder of it all took possession of me afresh as 
I made my way to the home of this man who, more 
than any other, is identified with the Dark Conti- 
nent. What a delight it is not to have reached 
that pitiable state of being blase. 

We have just received the news that we shall 
have a chance to photo the first Boer prisoners on 
board the Penelope, an old man-of-war floating 
prison, which necessitates our getting up at dawn 
in order to accomplish the task. 
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November 1st, — In order to facilitate our work 
somewhat, I decided to remain on board during the 
four or five days that the Dunottar Castle stayed in 
port preparatory to my leaving for Durban. Gradu- 
ally the officers on board disappeared, their destina- 
tion being unknown to us. All we hear is, ** I am 
off." Some are bound for Ladysmith, others for 
De Aar. The last-mentioned place, we understand, 
will be the grand rendezvous and base of supplies, 
and from this point the General, we hear, will start 
for Kimberley to relieve Cecil Rhodes. Another 
report is that the General will go direct to Lady- 
smith. The air is full of surmise and contradiction. 
On Wednesday morning we arose at 5.30, and made 
our way as quickly as possible to the station en route 
for Simonstown, a distance of eighteen miles along 
the coast, where, as we were informed, the first 
Boer prisoners would be taken on board the prison 
ship Penelope. Arriving there, I called on Admiral 
Harris. He received me very kindly, but thought 
it would be quite impossible to get a permit from 
the officer in charge of the prisoners, as their orders 
were not to allow prisoners of war to be subjected 
to any indignity or annoyance. He would, however, 
try to get it for us. 

Simonstown is very picturesque, and a good 
sheltered spot for the warships lying at anchor 
which seem to be guarding the old prison ship. 
We leave our Biograph outfit in charge of the good- 
natured dock-master, and return to Capetown, 
winding our way o^er a single track line around the 
numerous bays. The train at many points was 
almost on a leve|[ with the incoming breakers. I 
fancied I had had enough of the sea, but my interest 
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was renewed at the sight of these huf;e waves 
formed, as it were, of liquid emeralds poised for a 
moment and then crashing at my feet. 

It is still hard to realise where I am. Soutli 
Africa has always seemed such an inaccessible place, 
full of such wonderful possibilities. It is no marvel 
that these colonists love the land. The Cape itself 
is picturesque in the extreme. Gniat cliffs and 




mountains ovtsrshadow the town? and siUTuunding 
villages, which in tnm are often ctivered with clouds. 
A curious fact about Table Mountain is that on or 
about noon a white cloud is seen tjo slowly cover the 
plateau, and the people say the \tablecloth ia beinR 
laid for lunch. I was well pleast'd to have myself 
twice witnessed this ghost-like peiiformance. 

Thursday, November 'ind. — \\'ffireat Simonstown 
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again, having had to take train the night before in 
order to be in time, as the prisoners were expected 
to arrive at eight. The village being overcrowded, 
there was not a bed to be found for love or money, 
and the night, which was bitterly cold, had to be 
spent in a railway carriage. I need not say how 
glad we were to see the sun next morning. The 
warships in the bay are the following: Battleship 
Monarch, prison ship Penelope, cruiser Terrible, 
flagship Doris, To extreme left several small gun- 
boats are seen. The Penelope shows several dents 
in her sides, received in the Alexandria campaign. 
Had we gone later we should have lost the Terrible, 
which was then preparing to take Prince Christian 
to Durban. I might add that the first Boer prisoners 
came on board the Putiala. Bather than not get 
anything of this subject we hired a boat and rowed 
out to meet the launch, taking several plates with 
our hand cameras while under a fire of words to 
keep off. 

Getting back to Capetown, we found we were 
just in time to get the landing of the New South 
Wales Lancers. Through the kindness of the chief 
of police we got out on to the Mayor's and County 
Council's tug. It seems that the Nineveh could not 
dock, and it was proposed to take the Lancers off in 
tugs. Meanwhile the Mayor and his Council went 
out to make them a pretty speech of welcome, after 
w^hich Captain Cox, who was in charge of the lads, 
spoke for them, saying how very glad they all were 
to volunteer their aid. The Mayor remarked that 
they were the first colonists who had volunteered, 
and he hoped that other colonists would follow their 
good example. Captain Cox added that some of the 
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lads were recalled, much to their chagrin, by their 
parents, but he, the Captain, thought that they 
might remain anyhow. 

On my return to shore in the Mayor's boat we 
quickly arranged the machine in a suitable spot, 
preparatory to the arrival of the Lancers, who soon 
rewarded us by their appearance from around the 
jetty in a tug picturesquely decorated with lances 
glistening in the sun. The boat having gone beyond 
the spot upon which we were focussing, and there 
preparing to moor, I was obliged to have the ropes 
thrown off, and the steamer backed into the proper 
place. The populace probably wondered at my 
cheek, but it was a success, nevertheless, for we 
should have failed miserably had not my good friend 
the chief of police furthered this move. 

While the Lancers were in process of lining up 
and having the roll-call taken, we again removed the 
machine further on in order to take another view. 
In this process we were fairly encrusted with black. 
savages, who fastened themselves to every available 
lifting part of the apparatus, yelling and screaming 
as they went. 

Friday, November Hrcl — I devoted most of this 
day to the formation of our plans. Which way must 
we go ? — that was the question. I had only this day 
to decide the point, as the Dunottarwn,s to leave the 
following morning at five, and we must go on shore 
before six. First we took a panoramic view of the 
bay, then a picture of a coaling scene — a horde of 
black devils half naked, carrying huge sacks of coal 
on their backs, and performing the most extra- 
ordinary antics while screaming some wild chant to 
each other. The ** niggers " of the Southern States 
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are not far removed from their kith and kin over 
here. 

At 11 a.m. I went to the Nelson Hotel to get an 
answer to my formal petition to follow the army. 
The General had told me he had no objection, but I 
wished to have the permission in writing. I found 
every one so busy that it was not until past one 
o'clock that I succeeded in getting at the matter. I 
was then told that I should receive a letter on'board 
containing the decision. 

I then asked for information regarding the army's 
movements, and the intelligence was such that I 
determined to go on with the boat to Durban, 
thence to Ladysmith, if possible. For us the De 
Aar plan would be indefinite, and perhaps fruitless, 
involving a wait of months ; 500 miles from here to 
De Aar, and another 500 to Pretoria. 

Learning at the last moment that the railroads 
were torn up, and that we could not get through, I 
was forced to buy a Cape cart and harness. I had 
no time to buy mules or horses, so am trusting to 
getting them at the next stopping place, that is 
Port EHzabeth, the Captain promising nie his help 
as he knows a dealer. All the carts were gone 
except the one we secured, which is nothing very 
pretty to look at, but strong and serviceable. • 

Sunday, November r^th. — We arrived at Port 
Elizabeth soon after breakfast, after twenty-eight 
hours of the roughest sea, which I am told is never 
calm at this point. As it was out of the question 
to sit up, we braced ourselves in our bunks and wrote 
up our diaries to the tune of breaking china, n^t far 
distant from our cabin. Late last night we ventured 
up on deck to see the brilliant phosphoric lighting 
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of the waves. The effect was unusually fine owing 
to the turbulent state of the water. The view from 
our cabin poii-hole this morning was not very 
enticing ; a long, low, barren strip of land, and 
further on a town composed of closely packed 
houses. Not far from our window, lying at anchor, 
is the Braemar Castle, which we snap from our 
port-hole. 

Port Elizabeth, Monday , November 6th. — ^Wehave 
packed our London box, containing notes, letters, 
snap-shots, and films, and with our good angel, 
Captain lligby, we have taken a tug over to the 
Tintagel Castle. We clamber over her sides and 
are introduced to the captain, who listens atten- 
tively to our story, and promises to see to the safety 
of our packet. As he is about to weigh anchor he 
is quite confident that he will be in time to catch the 
mail steamer at Capetown and pass on my instruc- 
tions to the next vessel. 

We are then escorted over the ship to see the two 
thousand refugees and their accommodation, and a 
wonderful sight it is. They were packed like herrings 
all over the different decks : some eating, some 
sleeping, and a very few going in for a wash. The 
snap-shots which we procured will give a good 
idea of these irregular domestic conditions. These 
wretched refugees were picked up at Natal, whither 
they had flown for refuge ; but as the Government 
or city authorities were unable to provide for them 
they were forced to move on. Over nine hundred 
were put off at Poi't I'.lizabetli, the rest distributed 
along the coast towns. One snap-shot of a black 
woman feeding her child is very pathetic. She has 
her eyes closed, and looks the picture of weariness 
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d misery. From another ^roup we pick out a 
baby playing with its toes on its mother's lap, while 
all stand around indifferent and exhausted. All 




ides and classes of refugees are represented on 
B overcrowded boat. The Govemment, 1 believe, 
ints free conveyance from the seat of war south, 
I Innft as the refugees can prove that they have 
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friends to ^o to. Outside Capetown provision has 
been made for them — a regular camping ground 
which is said to be very comfortable. After shaking 
hands with the captain of the Tintagel Castle we 
went on shore with Captain Eigby, who was most 
anxious that we should not be cheated in the 
purchase of our horses. He introduced me to a 
responsible dealer, and I bought a pair of fine 
beasts, strong and sound. We remained tw^o days 
at Port Elizabeth, and had time to study the settle- 
ment where so many men have made their fortunes 
by trading. To me it seemed inexpressibly dreary, 
perhaps because we got our first impressions on a 
Sunday. Monday we had an opportunity of seeing 
the town, and were much surprised at the splendid 
way in which the buildings were put up : no wooden 
houses, all brick and stone. 

Tuesday we arrived at East London, but in spite 
of breakwaters it was impossible for us to land, as 
the breakers were impassable, so we tossed about in 
the most t(UTihc sea for three days, unable to take 
our cargo aslioiv. On the second day a daring tug 
was seen makin<j^ its way towards us, after safely 
getting over the bar, near which waves were bursting 
over the breakwater to the height of from 75 to 
100 feet, an appalling sight. Our most daring 
passengers were crowded into a long basket and 
hoisted overboard, and at the proper moment when 
the tug was rising on a huge wave they were instantly 
lowered and bundled through a side-door. For an 
hour at least this extraordinary work went on ; 
every moment we feared the whole lot, tug and all, 
would be swamped. The return over the bar into 
the harbour was an anxious moment for all, I am 
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sure. Twice the tug disappeared entirely, funnel, 
masts, and all, and then was seen on the crest of 
a mountainous wave shooting forward and across the 
bar into the harbour. 

The Captain remarked, while watching the tug's 
gallant tussle with the elements, ''There she goes, 
stam up; they'll all lose their breakfasts. Phew, 
there's a wallop ! Now for the bar ! Cleverly 
done ! Narrow run that ! " 

It was heart-rending not to get a chance to 
biograph the waves dashing over the breakwater, 
but no other boat could be got to take us in and 
back again. No Natal passengers were allowed ofif, 
for fear that this boat might have to leave at a 
moment's notice and abandon the idea of landing 
freight. 

To-day, Thursday, 9th, the weather is a little 
calmer, and we unload on to some lighters — a most 
difficult piece of work. 

Before leaving this part of the world we remained 
up very late at night in order to see the Southern 
Cross, which we should hardly have recognised had 
it not l^een poi^ted out to us. The other false 
crosses look very regular, and might easily be taken 
for the better known *' Southern Cross." It rises 
head down, but when at its zenith it maintains an 
upright position while working its way round the 
South Pole. 

We are all curious to know what will be done at 
Durban with the numerous Bed Cross boxes now on 
deck, which were put on at Elizabethport for the 
Boers. They will doubtless be carefully examined 
before being allowed to go on to these gentle- 
men. 
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At noon we left East London, after tossing around 
on tlu3 roughest sea I ever saw. . 

Friday, 10th, at (5 a.m. we arrived at Durban, one 
ni(jiith after our departure from London, and were 
greeted with the news that Ladysmith was still 
being bombarded, that the Natal Dutch were dis- 
loyal, and that there was a possibility of the Boers 
coming to Durban. 

A very sea-sick tug came alongside and we were 
lowered in a basket, si)ending a wretched forty-five 
minutes until all got safe on board. Finally the tug 
departs, and with many a cheer for the Captain and 
crew we leave the good ship Du7wttar behind, cross 
the bars safely and rush through the surf, which is 
swarming with porpoise. The harbour reached, we 
pass through the Customs without difficulty, for the 
very simj)le reason that we had no baggage with us, 
as we intended returning for the horses, cart, and 
other things as soon as we had secured our rooms. 
Kooms, however, are not easily found. With much 
dilhculty we secure a small one with three cots, 
which we gladly take as a makeshift. We are 
well received by the manager of Currie's Line, Mr. 
Wiseley, and Mr. Curry promised every assistance. 

Durban, Friclcq/y Wth. — My last notes related to 
our lauding at Durban, and finding every corner 
filled, I might add a few additional details as to 
our house - hunting. First we tramped wearily 
around the place, and discovering nothing we decided 
to return on board, the Captain having invited us to 
do so if we eould catch the tug; but again we were 
doomed to disa])p()intnient, as the last tug had left 
tor tbe day, very few of them caring to venture out 
over the dangerously rough harbour entrance. 
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We again looked into the Alexander Hotel, close 
to the wharves, where we had been shown a large 
room packed with shake-down cots of indescribable 
hardness, but this was not to be our destiny, and we 
started upon another desperate search. Hiring an 
exceptionally fine Zulu and his rickshaw, or hand- 
cart, we were pulled along, keeping our eyes open 
the while for the faintest sign of a bed. Soon our 
horned and feathered runner lowered the shafts of 
our luxurious vehicle, and we were investigating the 
meaning of a wooden sign of '' Kooms to Let." We 
have since thanked Heaven for our good fortune in 
securing so snug a shelter. 

Next morning we rose at 4.30 and made our way 
down to the jetty, just in time to catch the only tug 
going out that day to the Dunottar Castle, There 
was not much time to lose in bringing away our 
horses. Cape cart, and baggage, the ship having 
received orders to sail at noon that day, Saturday, 
11th. 

The sea by this time had greatly calmed down, 
although not sufficiently for the tug to go alongside, 
and we had to go through the bar and out to sea on 
the huge flat-top lighters intended for the horses, 
which were later on securely lowered under hatches, 
while we found nothing but a few coils of rope to 
hold on to as we rolled out to sea, pitching alarm- 
ingly. Soon, by a skilful turn of the rudder, the 
little tug succeeded in hauling our two lighters 
alongside the Dunottar , and while we were bumping 
about, the Captain appeared on deck in his dressing- 
gown, and giving us a smile of greeting, ordered a 
basket to be made ready and lowered for us. By 
this time i was quite conscious of an indescribably 
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(lisjiffreoable sensation, and found myself intoning 
dismally, **I love thee not, uncomfortable sea." 
But after a cold-water bath and a good breakfast I 
soon forgot my troubles and was discussing the latest 
war news with the Captain and his ofl&cers, we being 
the only guests on board. After breakfast the 
Captain insisted upon putting on his shore clothes, 
and after our belongings had been lowered to the 
lighters, we were swung out to sea in the inevitable 
basket, and rapidly let down to the little tug as it 
rose on a huge wave. We then steamed off to avoid 
the ship's side ; the basket, alter we had hecB. 
bumped on board, being released to humour the 
valley of water into which we quickly entered- 

The approach to Durban over this truly terrifying 
bar of boiling, seething waves ought to deter any 
adventurer who has not got a good pilot on boatd. 
Added to tlie unrest of the water is the rather alarm- 
in<^ aspect of the hundreds of porpoise which guard 
tlie harbour entrance, and which by the uninitiated 
mi<j[ht easily be taken for sharks. Once past the 
breakwaters we approach the cosy and admirably 
protected harbour, well patronised with various 
craft, ran^nn^ from large ocean steamers to gun- 
boats, sailing vessels, and fishing smacks. 

All this time my good friend. Captain Eigby, who 
had come purposely on shore to introduce me to his 
numerous friends, was delivering a most learned 
disquisition on the growth of Durban. Soon I was 
shaking hands and receiving endless prpmises of 
help from oiu^ idivr tlieother of the Captain's friends. 
All difiiculties in the shapes of Customs and stabling 
for the horses Hew off with the gale, this while 
others were running around wildly, not being able 
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to finil stabling or bed, so friglitfuily overcrowded 
was the city with refugees. Noon came and the 
Captain returned to bis vessel, having thoroughly 
paved the way for us. 

On our return to the Customs our weapons were 
^ven back to us. These I had declared for the 
purpose of stamping and registration, a charge oJ 
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Ere shillings being made on cacli, to be refundct] 
Eton our leaving the country. Passing out of tht 
Beds where our things had been stored, we were 
fcested by an extraordinaiy sight. Fifty or more 
tvsge-looking rickshaw- runners came racing 
wwords us for our patronage, each one mort 
noteaqaely decorated than the other — horned 
nngod. fiifttlitired, and dressed in every conceiv 
W 4 
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al)lo ff\\vh to attnict the visitor. This attire was 
si»t off l)v liondish yells and capers, and I felt that 
in all my travels I had never seen anything so 
uni'iue. 

Pickin*^ out a veritable. Umslopogas w^orthy of 
Kider Ha<x<j[ard fame, we sat w^atching and wondering 
at the perfect synnnetry and development of these 
ma^niitieent specimens of manhood — an attractive 
rae(s cleanly in body and habit, pure-minded, moral 
people. 1 can tind nothintij but good spoken of the 
Zulu, and the kindliest things said of the Kafl&r who 
swarm all over Natal. 

^riiat night we slept the sleep of the just, and rose 
much ivlVi^shed. 

Sunda}/, \'2fJi. —At o u.m. we found ourselves on 
the wliarf j)iv])artHl for action, having learned late 
the nighl before that the JRoslin Cas^/e, filled with 
troops, would be in at () a.m. : so, with the assist- 
ance ()[ twelve turbaned chaps, we had our flat 
wn«,^Uon whe(^ltHl into ]>osition and all got in readi- 
ness. Not until nin(\ howt^ver, were we rewarded 
by a sight of tht* ship, crowded from one end to the 
.other and far up into therigG^ing with khaki-coloured 
unifoi-ms and JH^hncts. l^levcn hundred troopers and 
nint^tv oilicers all told. No words can ever describe 
the thrill of the moment, as the huge vessel slowly 
and majestically rounded the wharf and was gently 
drawn in amidst the deafening hurrahs of the 
thousands on tlie shore and on the surrounding 
decks of the harljour boats. We were busy with a 
veng(^ance, all our cameras at work, and before the 
day was out and the troops gone we had many 
pictures, coverin<j; tlie various scenes enacted that 
sunny, happy Sunday, when tlu^ faithful and loyal 
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people of Darlian rejoiced and their anxieties passed 
away. To a,M to their joy a message was received 
from Genera! Bnller to the people of Durban and 
"Hatal, highly commending them for their fidelity 
Jld loyalty. The General is still quietly at Cape- 
Bwn, and if we liad remained, onr days would have 
sen wasted, whereas now we are making every 
reparation to get away toward the seat of i 




■Aniong the snap-shots taken on this eventful 
inday will be found several views of the Boslin 
IstU'a approach to the pier, showing a mass of 
Imeted troopers hanging over the sides, many 

kving clambered up ttie riffgings. After the landing, 
tne ot the snaps showed Colonel Kitchener talking 

El onu of liis iirtit^ers. The rest were views of the 
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stacked accoutrements of the troops ; ** A First Meal 
on Shore " ; a f2;eneral view of the men preparing to 
hoard the waitincr railroad cars ; ** Gretting in," ** The 
Departure," ** A Thirsty Man/' &c. 

The Bi()<i[raph pictures are historically consecutive, 
from the landing of the troops to the departure of 
the last train containing a few cars loaded with the 
Medical Staff, stretcher-bearers, and Hospital Corps. 
This was not the largest train-load by any means, 
hut certainly the most important that day. In one 
of the Biograph series a group of the Castle Line 
managers is conspicuous in the foreground, reading 
Chamberlain's speech of the 20th in the Times, 

Monday, IWi, was a day set apart to prepare our- 
selves for a plunge into the interior, and it was as 
much as we could do to keep on our feet, as we 
were driven here and there by the terrific wind- 
storm, which carried clouds of fine sand through the 
air. Both cart and horses were overhauled, and a 
list of necessary articles decided on. All our luggage 
had to 1)(3 left behind, with the exception of absolutely 
indispc^nsable things. A tent to cover our cart, ex- 
tending over tlie shaft and closed at both ends so as 
to keep all dry and cool, had to be planned and 
made. Cooking utensils, eatables, and other neces- 
saries had to be collected before we could say '* Trek 
away." We fastened the Biograph to the back 
seat, so as to be able to fire at a moment's notice, 
the whole to be elevated or lowered at will from the 
pole, or cart-sliaft. This waggon will have to be 
our hotel for some time to come, so w^e try to make 
our arrangements as simple and practical as possible. 
We are told that intense heat and bitter cold, with 
much rain, may be expected higher up. 
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Tuesday, 15th. — ^The Spartan hospital ship next 
has our attention, and many good snaps are secared, 
showing the wards, &c. ; also the convalescents on 
deck, who greet us with marvellous tales of hair- 
breadth escapes. One man was shot through his 




helmet, the ball just skinning the head and render- 
ing the man unconscious for hours. 

Wednesday, ].5tk. — liain, rain, rain, so we continue 
our preparations for the great trek, arranging also for 
the transport of our cart and horses, a very difficult 
matter as all the railroads are under military control. 
However, after explaining the purport of our trip to 
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Mr. David Hunter, General Manager, Natal Govern- 
HKiiit Railway, thatf^entlemanaccededmost graciously 
to all my wishes, namely to give us all railway facili- 
ties jis well as transport for our cart and horses. It 
was thenifore arranged that whenever we could not go 
any furtlnT by train, we would drive to the next spot 
of unbroken rail. 

Another big load of soldiers came in to-day and 
tin; docks and railways are kept busy, the people of 
Natal lujver seeming tired of the sight and shouting 
tlieniselv(}s hoarse with delight. Durban is over- 
wlHilmingly hai)py. Troops by the thousand are 
pouring in daily and the warships are ready for 
action. Mach morning the marines from the man- 
of-war I'errihle may bo seen near the tow^n hall, 
drilling round tluur cannons, which are painted khaki 
colour, and which were brought on shore the day 
wc arriv(;(l. As the rumour gained ground that the 
iJocrs wen; coming, many prominent men in the 
city fortified thcii* homes. It is quite a sight to see 
Captain Scott and his marines at cannon drill. No 
liner set of chaps have 1. ever seen, formidable in 
appearancte, with their belts crowded with cartridges, 
pulling a hundrcnl strong on ihe ropes, and dragging 
tlie< 1.7 guns tlij'ough the street. As soon as Captain 
Scott of the l\'rril)!(\ who commands here, was dis- 
(Migaged, 1 asked him if he had anything for me from 
the W'ai' ()nic(\ but not having yet received the 
cahlc^gram, 1 su])pose 1 am to wait patiently. I 
ex])lained the objc^-l of my visit and what I intended 
to do. 1 found it dif'licult to kcu^p from laughing 
while talking to tlu^ Captain wlien L thought of the 
absurdly funny way he was locked up by the \vharf 
and river police for being out later than 11 p.m. 
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last night. All his explanations were of no avail. 
He stated that he was the Commander, and that he 
himself it was who had made this regulation. At 
the police-station he again made the statement, but 
was locked up, and had to send for an officer to 
identify him before he was released. 

Thursday, KSth. — The Armenian has just come 
in with 604 horses, eighteen guns, and 900 men, 
cavalry and artillery. Great excitement prevails, 
while the cars on the landing are being loaded up 
with guns and horses, which are slung out of the 
ship and lowered on the wharf and cars. A Bio- 
graph picture shows a train-load of these guns en 
route for Estcourt, drawing into Durban station 
from the Point (where they have been loaded) . The 
guns are all painted khaki colour, a dirty, yellow, 
earthy shade. In less than twelve hours every horse 
had been sent to the front, and until a late hour we 
could hear from our windows the cheers of the 
soldiers and people, to the snorting accompaniment 
of a pair of overloaded engines. 

The tent is ready, the stallions less restive, and 
possibly we can get away Saturday morning. The 
railroad company here has promised me every 
facility so far as it is concerned, but I may come up 
against a military brick wall, which I suppose I must 
work through. 

An armoured train is reported to be going up to 
Estcourt, and we hitch up our restive beasts to our 
Cape cart and plunge through the streets, scattering 
rickshaws, Zulus, Kaffirs, Arabs, kc, amid a chorus 
of yells. The scene reminded me forcibly of a swarm 
of black cockroaches, rudely surprised during a feast. 
We arrived just too late to secure the view, and I had 
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to arrange, not without considerable difficulty, to get 
tlie scene for next day, for which facility we were 
indebted to the courtesy of both the railroad managers 
and the officers in charge; 

Our stallions meanwhile had very much alarmed 
the natives (who were hanging around the cart) by 
their antics, standing on their hind-legs and coolly 
taking little lumps out of each other. My assistant, 
Mr. Cox, had been using various mild persuasions, 
but these proving ineffectual I gave them a sound 
thrashing. They had tasted blood, however, and I 
found it difficult to dissuade them from finishing 
their meal. The price of the old whip and the new 
one got them O.K., and soon they were trotting 
amicably side by side, well matched in colour and 
gait. They are a delight when at peace with each 
other, but what a time we have to hitch up ! The 
beasts are led out daily with the utmost caution, the 
process of liitcliing taking all three of us to accom- 
plish. I have had to put a nose-bar between them 
to prevent their glutting their heads together. P^ven 
this doesn't always answer, so I station my assistants 
at their heads while I get hold of the reins ; and 
when a hriel" interval occurs between frolics, plung- 
ings, and hilings, they l(»t go and we are off, my 
nimble companions scrambling in behind as best they 
can. I lioix^. this superfluous energy will resolve 
itself into good hard pulling, for the brutes are very 
strong, and when at peace pull well together. They 
were the best I could gel in Vovi l^jlizabeth, the 
other creatui'es heing in a pitiable state of decline. 

At ().'K) each morning \\v. have a little circus ring 
on the beach in which to exercise our beasts, in 
which sport we ourselves get a good share by whip- 
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ping them around and round in a circle until they 
get less frisky. Then we hitch them under the usual 
restrictions. 

Before closing the day, I must mention how terri- 
fied our rickshaw runners are of being caught out a 
single moment after 11 p.m. At 10.30 we left the 
Koyal Hotel, where we called for news from our 
friends, and tried to induce several runners who 
were hurrying in, to take us to our rooms, but for 
answer they scurried past with frightened looks, 
only shaking their horned heads at us. It became 
imperatively necessary for us to get indoors, and by 
running we knew we could do so and be in regulation 
time ; so catching a feathered Zulu twice my strength 
and swallowing capacity, I forced him to run us. 
Never shall I forget that *' run " to my dying day. 
We were off like a shot, swiftly and silently — a horse 
could not have gone any faster. With perspiration 
rolling off his huge muscular, bare back, his chest 
rising and falling 'in perfect rhythm with the felt- 
like patter of his feet, he sped along encouraged by 
voice and an occasional peep at a half-crown, at which 
he covetously took time to give a sideway glance, 
thus affording me an opportunity to get a glimpse 
of his fine and noble features. He was a veritable 
Umslopogas. This, of course, vividly recalls Kider 
Haggard's masterly description of the death-ride of 
Umslopogas for the White Queen. For fear the 
fellow might be caught I sent him back when within 
easy distance of our quarters, much to his delight. 
He raised his hand high above his head on receiving 
the money, crying, '' Baba, baba dank." Then away 
at double pace he went, relieved of his load. 

Friday, nth. — We visit the refugee settlement and 
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plan for a Bi(;<rrapli picture in the event of our not 
being able to get away to-morrow. Every available 
space was taken up by the refugees, tents every- 
wluae, hundreds preparing their meals. Those who 
were unable to get tents sleep in the great town 
drill-halls in carts, and appear wonderfully comfort- 
able. 

At 10.:^0 we were on the spot, ready for tiie 
picture of the armoured train which was in prepara- 
tion for its run to the front, carrying food for the 
army. In spite of tlie slight rain and rather dig- 
couraging aspect of the weather from a photographic 
standpoint, all went off as we had desired. Every- 
thing was painted khaki colour ; we hope it will all 
come out well. I was fortunate in being able to 
include in the picture the managerial staff, Mr. David 
Hunter and others, as they watched the armoured 
train slowly leaving Durban. We hope it will have 
better hick than the last two trains sent out. The 
first c»ngiii(i fortunatt^ly escaped being derailed yester- 
day at l^stcourt, and dashed through last night to 
Durban in time for the J"Jiograph picture. What 
luck I 'V\w. tender shows fifty or more heavy dents 
made by the Moer Mauser bullets ; a close snap-shot 
taken bi^fore the; (le])arture may show the indenta- 
tions. It will be of intertist to note that the armoured 
train has two en tonnes, one in the middle and one in 
front : the on(.' in fi-ont was put on especially for me 
()win<j^ to its history and yesterday's narrow escape. 
It will b(^ switched oil' at next station. 

S(( fan/a//, \Hfli. -Still in Durban, hoping to get 
some otliei' war scenes, but after waiting two extra 
davs we have decidid to leave Monday for Pieter- 
inaritzl)ur<:. 
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Sunday yiwrmng (Vdth) we went for our salt bath, 
wjiich might more properly have been called a sand 
bath, owing to the furious wind storm which pelted 
us on the beach. The only way by which we could 
keep our khakis and helmets from blowing away was 
to deposit them in big holes which we dug in the 
sand. While dodging breakers and jelly-fish, &c., 
we noticed a large ship steaming in among the 
men-of-war stationed without our harbour. It 
proved to be the Armenian, a huge boat loaded 
with troopers, cavalry and artillery. The day not 
baing suitable for picture-taking, and besides as we 
had so many views of this kind, we made no attempt 
to secure a photo of it. Troops are of course pour- 
ing in now day and night. 

Monday morning. — We harnessed our restive 
beasts and busied ourselves collecting our effects. 
We first stored our personal luggage in the K.E. 
station, and having received an invitation to visit 
the Hon. Mr. Jameson's home, seven miles outside 
Durban, wc dashed out in less than an hour through 
an indescribably interesting country, peopled with 
KalHrs, Zulus, and many other odd and picturesque 
specimens oi' humanity. We found the country 
exceedingly beautiful, mountainous and thickly 
over«^rown with luxuriant trees and bushes, nearly 
all new to me ; dotted here and there with huge 
century plants and palms. 

We received fi'om Mr. Jameson, his wife and 
family, a genuine^ Scotcli welcome. They seemed 
kindly anxious to make us forget that we were so far 
away from home, entertaining us for the pleasant 
two hours of our stay with wondrous tales of their 
pioneering days. They conducted us through their 
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enchanted grounds, rich with endless varieties of 
tropical growth. Mr. Jameson is a very fine 
botanist, and has been remarkably successful in 
growing his collection of tropical plants, which 
include wonderful specimens of the bottle and 
screw palms. The rich and delicate gradation of 
colour seen in his grouping of the flowering trees 
and shrubs is very striking. After a fragrant cup of 
tea under the scarlet flowering umbrella tree, our 
hosts conducted us into a native kraal made of 
bamboo grass and palm-leaves, shaped like an 
inverted bowl, lighted only from the entrance, three 
feet wide. The fireplace is in the centre, and the 
smoke rising, filters out through the bamboo and 
loose covering, which, curiously enough, does not 
allow the rain to penetrate. A Kaffir, I was told, is 
proverbially hospitable, and should a traveller desire 
to rest a while among Kaffirs, he need only seek the 
chief and simply inform him of his intention to 
remain awhile among them, and immediately a hut 
is cleaned out, or a new one built and put at his 
disposal. The traveller, however, must speak the 
language and entertain his host with the news of the 
day, that being the only compensation asked. There 
is something so naive and childlike in the Kaffirs that 
you get to love them as you would a big dog ; in 
many ways they remind one of the good old- 
fashioned, unspoiled plantation negro of the Southern 
States of America. 

Before leaving we were given a sight of the 
surrounding country from the verandah, and found 
it surpassingly beautiful and wildly picturesque, 
surrounded on three sides by mountains thick with 
trees. All this section was, until very recently. 
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crowded with elephants and wild beasts. Mrs. 
Jameson remarked, " They freqoently called on us 
when we first came here, the elephants mbbiiig np 
against our flimsy structure, threatening to crash it 
in, greatly to our alarm. They are plentiful even 
now, and may be seen in the valley going to water 
at the river glistening far down there at our feet." 
How vividly Bider Haggard's descriptions of South 
African life came before me as I greedily drank in all 
I saw and heard. 

At last we had to terminate our visit and leave 
most regretfully this little paradise, to again pursue 
our way into unknown and possibly dangerous 
fields. • 

On our way back to the hotel we visited a Hindoo 
temple, and, much to our inconvenience, were called 
on to take off our riding-boots before being permitted 
to enter even the antechamber, beyond which we 
could see the Hindoo gods, grotesquely hideous, 
grinning at us in our discomfiture. One of my 
companions pointed out two bottles within easy 
reach of one of tho green-eyed gods, which looked 
suspiciously like beer or wine, although presumably 
oil to fill the ever burning lamps, several of which 
were hanging around. A few of the gods, as we 
noticed on our way out, had been ruthlessly deprived 
of heads and legs and cast aside in the grass, others 
better looking having taken their place. 

Monday^ 20th. — We leave Durban, and through 
the courtesy of Mr. David Hunter we, together with 
our horses, cart, and baggage, are to be conveyed 
free throughout Natal. By this means we shall be 
enabled to use the lines whenever unbroken. Just 
as we are about to leave, the popular stationmaster, 
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Mr. Irons, reports that all (Communication is cut off 
to Estcourt, so we decide to go to Pietermaritzburg 
and wait our chances. At 10.15 we are off, and are 
rushed along through the mountains on a well-bedded 
single track road, running smoothly as it glides along 
endless curves in and out among the hills. We 
dare not close our eyes, for fear of losing any new or 
interesting sight. Besides the fine scenery we were 
much entertained by the funny little huts of every 
description around which groups of half-naked Kaffir 
families were seen variously unoccupied, for they 
never seemed to worry themselves about work unless 
when goaded by song and gesture. We saw them 
later on lifting heavy rails, about fifty men to a rail. 
This scene I must try and biograph before leaving 
Africa. 

At 8.10 we reached Pietermaritzburg, capital of 
Natal, and found the station overcrowded with 
soldiers and luggage. After some hours we got 
our effects stored in a corner, and kept our eyes and 
ears open for news. Our waiting wa^ not for long. 
A train from the direction of Hanover brought us a 
bedraggled, worn-out half-dozen troopers and their 
horses, under command of our friend. Captain 
Kayser, who was on board the steamship Dunottar 
Castle. An attempt had been made to signal to 
Ladysmith heliographically. The party, under the 
guidance of two mountain police or guides, left 
Estcourt Thursday, the lOth, and after hard riding 
got halfway to Ladysmith, when one of the men, 
using his opera glass, discovered Boers on a very 
distant hill ; but as no one else saw them it was 
thought to be a mistake, and the party went on — soon, 
however, to discover five hundred Boers making for 
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them. Some Kaffirs (who are said to be our liest 
friends here) hid the troopers' horses in a kraal 
while our iiieu lay low between hillocks. The 
narrator, while describing his «;nsations when the 
Boers scampered by, remarked that he nearly choked 
for fear they would hear him breathe. They were 
(lL'sinr:aiily imxiouH to push on t(]Hii,'n;illiiit.' ilistaiice. 




The present danf^er over, the party recovered their 
horses, but owing to continued cloudy weather the 
hehograph signalling instrument could not be put to 
any use that time, and a detour of nearly two hundred 
miles had ty be made before getting to the railroad 
near Pieterraaritzburg, where we met them on their 
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Monday night we found the city so frightfully 
overcrowded that ,we had to sleep on sofas in a 
miserable parlour of a tenth-rate despicable inn. 
What a night ! 

Next day, Tuesday, we pitched our tent in a beauti- 
ful field near the railroad station, yet not too near 
to be deprived of sleep by the ceaseless going and 
coming of the trains bearing our troops. We face 
the mountains and lovely valley, our horses gracing 
near by in charge of a Kaffir all ready for a run should 
a call come, such as *' Troops coming ! " Up we jump ! 
Hitch up ! and away we dash ! — our camera, a 
fixture on the back seat, being always in readiness. 
This arrangement of camera is admirably adapted to 
our requirements owing to the difficulty — in fact 
impossibility — of getting conveyances or help. 
Every one is busy with troops, carting ammunition, 
procuring horses and mules for shipment. The 
work here is well-nigh indescribable, though I will 
.endeavour by next mail to say something about it. 
We are sending our first Bio picture of a train-load 
of troops for Mooi Kiver. Estcourt cut off. Cannot 
proceed yet. 

Monday, November '11 th, Pietermaritzhurg . — We 
ore now pulling up stakes to make for Estcourt, 
having received from General Buller all necessary 
papers to proceed to wherever I wish ; this is the 
result of a personal petition to Sir Eedvers, a clause 
in the papers reading that I be permitted to accom- 
pany troops in the field. So we load up our things 
on the cart and drive to the K.R. station. We put 
cart and horses on a truck placed at our service by 
the kindness of the general manager of the line, Mr. 
Hunter, then proceed with the 8.10. On reaching 
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Higliland station we photographed the wrecked safe 
lyin^ on the platform, and heard the story over 
again from the stationmaster of how the Boers 
destroyed everytliing they could lay their hands on. 

We arrived at Mooi liiver station at about 7 
o'clock, and were quietly told we could not go any 
further that night, as they feared the track had been 
tampered with. So we crawled out, and made the 
best of it by arranging to stay all night at the little 
railroad station inn. Supper came first, then bed, 
if either can bo so called. The wretchedly nervous 
landlady, assisted by her black servitors, Indian and 
Kaffir, did their best for the belated travellers. After 
a severe tussle with some leathery beef and other 
indestructibles, we sought our bunks, not, however, 
until I made my peace with the landlady (with 
whom we had some differences owing to the bad 
accommodation of her inn). I heard from her a 
pitiful story of her troubles. The Boers, after 
shelling the place, drove her out and took possession, 
but they were iiot allowed to remain very long, as 
our men cleared them off the night preceding onr 
arrival, when she was reinstated. After hearing all 
this a feelin^^ ol* rather belated thankfulness came 
over me for the meal we had consumed. It was 
food, after all. 

Tuesday, 2Hth. — We are sliaken up by our amiable 
stationmaster to catch the 5.30, and, floundering 
into the kitchen, drink a cup of scalding tea to keep 
out tlui cold. The nights here grow bitterly cold 
towards nlornin^^ Just as we are leaving we are 
greetc^l by a curious sight; hundreds of soldiers 
black as ink are disembarking from open railroad 
trucks, to camp a few hours. They eat their break- 
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fasts standing. They were simply unrecognisable 
from the smoke and dust of the locomotive, but not 
a complaint did I hear; all cheery and in good 
spirits — brave chaps ! They laughingly submitted 
to being photographed, which was a rather longer 
process than usual, owing to the early and therefore 
weak morning light. 

Estcourt, — The Boers were made to vacate the 
place a few days ago, and were driven further 
up the line. The place is in a terrible state of 
confusion, troops packing up and K.K. station 
crowded. After spending a few hours in getting 
my papers countersigned, and snap-shotting every- 
thing of interest, I decided to take the first train on 
to the end of the road, i.e. Frere, the Boers having 
blown up the bridge there and stopped traffic. We 
were permitted to go on the open train, which was 
loaded down with ammunition and food, guarded 
by the marines of H.M.S. Terrible, accompanying 
their huge guns. It was an exciting ride ; a photo 
shows where and how we were seated while feeling 
our way along, expecting at every turn of the road 
to be derailed ov potted at ! Strangely exhilarating ! 

Suddenly as we came up over a hill, two men were 
seen madly waving a flag, with diagonal black 
streak, pointing at us, then suddenly disappearing. 
This had the opposite effect of calming us, especially 
as an officer seated at my side on a box of cartridges 
oniitiously remarked, ** There are a lot of men going 
over that hill — look ! " They were too distant, how- 
ever, for. us to distinguish their uniforms, but in 
order to keep up the excitement we preferred, of 
course, to beheve they were hostile ; and up to date 
we are still uncertain. 
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A marvellous sifjlit gieoted iis on approachiag 
Frere ; tents aod Boldiei-a on evtiry hand as far as 
the eye could reiwih, "We rushed rapidly aJoQg 
into the Btation, which was full of soldiers in 
khaki and helmets, standing ready to assist in un- 
loiiding the big guns, ammunition, and provisions 
wliieli !iiL(l heeii so fortunate as to escape the enemy. 




In spite of the general activity we succeeded 
getting the use of an engine and fiat car, and io 
taking a Biograph panorama run of the camp. In 
this undertaking we were materially assisted by the 
courteous and capable stationni aster. The public 
must not too severely judge this picture, as the 
goods van, or flat oar, lacked the host of springs, and 
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consequently the scene might show considerable 
vibration. Owing to the impossibility of getting our 
cart and tent, the gunners being busy all the after- 
noon unloading the guns, we were obliged to sleep 
in a car which we were fortunate enough to find on 
a siding. There we cooked our desultory meal on 
an oil-stove, and proceeded to make the best of the 
night. The stationmaster joined us at my invita- 
tion, and although we had no course dinner or 
champagne, he swore that he hadn't enjoyed a 
dinner so much for weeks. **Food is so scarce," 
he remarked, '' that I am hungry all the time, and 
cannot even get leisure to eat what there is." This 
was our menu : cocoa, bread and cheese, and canned 
iBgs — not a sumptuous repast. The stationmaster 
dilated upon the chronic activity of things. *' Trains 
with troops and goods trains are constantly coming 
in/' he said ; ** I haven't a bed even, only a shake- 
down in the depot. I had to give up my house over 
there," pointing to a pretty stone building, '' to 
General Hildyard and Staff. They are welcome to 
that and everything I have, if they will only get 
square on those butchers who looted my house and 
tore everything to pieces." 

Wednesday , 2dth. — We wake at dawn to the clash 
of shunting trains. Breakfast over, we toil at the 
unloading of our Cape cart . and goods in order to 
take a view of the broken bridge, and the recon- 
struction of the same. Our Biograph is carried 
down to the stream facing the bridge, and I get a 
good view of the new foundation laid for the wooden 
trestles. The Kaffirs as help are simply invaluable, 
and they may be seen and heard everywhere as they 
cheerfully toil, chanting the while keeping time with 
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their work. Every hand Htopped work and gaw 
steadily at the camera white taking the first picture, 
thus depriving ua of the necessary movement. After 
this we hiid of course to make another attempt. I 
learned that every bridge in Nata! has a dnplicatc 
ready to be erected, and as soon as the Frere bridge 
lia<l \icrn \<\o\\u up tlic iuithorities tclef,'raphed lo 




Durljan for another. Meanwhile this wooden trestle- 
bridge is being rapidly built in order to pass over the 
troops and gims, Ac, to Colenso. Our camp was 
pitched at last, and only just in time to keep tlie 
floor dry, as a furious rain and wind storm burst 
, upon us. All hands were called on to help hold 
tent down, and soon we were dripping wet 
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while battling with the elements to prevent the 
whole camp from sailing heavenwards. The storms 
in Natal are frequent and severe, and as we have 
just arrived in time for them, we must submit, I 
suppose, and try to enjoy them if possible. 

We are comfortably ensconced a few feet above 
the riverside, and are lulled to sleep by the sound 
of the rushing stream and bellowing cattle. Horses, 
oxen, cows, sheep, and goats, all are driven into a 
large kraal or enclosure from the surrounding hills, 
and find room in our midst. Our boys do not seem 
to mind these little marauding expeditions, and 
invariabl)' return with great numbers of these 
.animals, not deeming it necessary to consult Mr. 
Boer anent the same. 

Not five miles away the Boers are camped, and all 
day yesterday we were hearing from them. Lady- 
smith's guns are plainly audible, and last night and 
to-night the sky has been streaked with searchlights 
projected on the clouds from both Estcourt and our 
Frere camp in order to get in touch with Ladysmith, 
all telegraphic communication having been cut off 
for some time past. We hope soon to see an 
answering searchlight ticking ofif dots and dashes in 
reply. The efifect is magical. There cannot, I 
should think, be any doubt about these messages 
reaching Ladysmith. Late into the night the 
signals were kept up, and I found it difficult to keep 
from watching and trying to decipher the messages, 
which of course it was impossible to' do, as they 
were in code. Coming up from Mooi River on top 
of the ammunition and gun train, I had a good 
opportunity of studying the lay of the land. Innu- 
merable stone works and shelters could be seen in 
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t'vcrv direction. I made a rou^h sketch at the 
tiiiir, which may he of interest. Huge boulders are 
roHcd to<i:cthcr and form a good shelter from bullets, 
ahhougli 1 am tohl that much danger is encoun- 
t(Med from hroken chips of rock and pebbles. 

Frrrr Camp, December 8rrf. — I gave but a mejigre 
account of mv visit to the wrecked armour train, 
owing to th(» immediate necessity of sending the 
packet off to Maritzburg. It was intended by the 
J^ocrs to derail tlu^ train down into the stream, but 
owing to the impetus it dragged on for over three 
hundriMl vards, and then went over the embankment 
assisted ])y tlu* shelling. The derailing, as is now 
well known, was effected by filling in between the 
iunvr rail and guide rail, using an extra length of 
rail and stont^s. If they had simply put the smallest 
sci'ics of ohsti'uction on the upper rail, where nearly 
tlui whole wciglit of the train was bearing, the 
entire train would hav(^ gone crash down into the 
stream, as was the intention of the Boers. We 
drove out lo the s])()t hoping to get a picture with 
tli(^ arnioui'ed train in tlie background, but found 
it iin]')ossil)le to arrange* at that time. 

A\'(* eaiiie across the grave of one of the victims 
of the disaster, niark(»d with stones '' R.D.F., 
A.(\C(). — Pray for our conu'ades " ; and took a 
snap-sliot of the scene whih* some soldiers were look- 
ing: at the iivavv with helmets off. Further on we 
came to the wreck, clos(* to which we found another 
grave. 1\vo soldiers wwc working on the inscrip- 
tion, wliilc^ seveial of their conu'ades were watching,' 
th(^in in sihMice. 1 h^irned that there were five 
lads buried h(M*(\ and that one or two had not vet 

■ 

l)een accounted foi*. On (piestioning the soldiers 
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camped roilnd the spot, I ascertained that if I 
crawled far in under one of the huge cars I could 
feel a leather strap caught under the dihris, and 
presumably attached to some unfortunate soldier. 
I did so, and with a crowbar dug around the tip of 
the strap, and succeeded after half an hour's work 
in getting the two scraps out. It was a difficult 
undertaking, for I was almost overpowered by the 
strong odour. I then called for some volunteers to 
help dig around in the hope of being able to get at 
the remainder of the strap, and what might be 
attached to it ; but we only succeeded in digging 
out a large number of cartridges, scraps of shell, and 
a soldier's kit knife, &c. 

Before we left the lads served out tea, as we 
didn't dare to drink the water, and entertained us 
with yarns of the goriest nature. Eeturning across 
the veldt, we stopped for a moment to sympathise 
with a native whose houfee had been burned, effects 
looted, and cattle carried off. 

Wending our way through the beautiful hills and 
dales, we saw a charming cottage far down in the 
hollow, and were enticed to pick our way along the 
ravine avoiding the thousands of ant-hills, in order 
to find out some war news from the inmates. We 
soon discovered that the house was deserted, the 
sole inhabitant greeting us w4th a pitiably hungry 
purr. I cannot hope to describe the wretched con- 
dition of everything inside, a general smash-up ; 
pictures, books, photograph albums, letters, &c., all 
scattered about, and torn and trampled ; cupboards 
and bedsteads upside down, and in fact the home 
ruined. My companion, curiously enough, picked up 
a label traceable to one of his relatives, addressed to 
this once happy home. 
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^lany more of such scenes did we witness, but 
as time is too short to do more than touch upon 
this one example, we must drive on and meet the 
returning cavalry, who were called upon this after- 
noon to repel the Boers from our outposts. About 
8 p.m. three distant cannon-shots were heard. In- 
stantly the bugles called to horse, and five hundred 
strong galloped away before we could intercept 
their path with our Biograph. The Boers had 
disappeared, and our boys returned shortly before 
six by another road or track, a fonnidable lot, well 
mounted and in the best of spirits, though ** damn 
sorry we didn't get a whack at the pigs. But better 
luck next time ; we'll give them a chance yet to 
remember our nmgs." Then spying the Biograph, 
** Here, Jimmy, come and see your face. Why, 
here's a looking-glass in this here machine wot you 
call moviii' picters." His companions crowded 
around, making each in turn the most absurd 
remarks as they look(3d at their own unshaven and 
sun])urnt faces in the mirror of our finder. ** Just 
look at that, will yer ! " " What would Sal think of 
me now? '' and so on. 

Our camp is pitclied on the side of an almost dr}' 
stream, wliich our friends the Koyal Engineers are 
damming up to supply the various camps with 
water, ffundreds of sandbags are thrown together, 
])ridging the stream in order to raise the water 
thi'ee or four feet higlier. If this water were to be 
cut off by the J^oers, or the stream dry up, Frere 
Camp would bo in a sore plight. 

A snap-shot shows the lloyal Engineers hard at 
woL'k. The whoh^ stn^am is gi'aded in its useful- 
ness ; the first and upjx'r part is for drinking 
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lurposes, the second is given over to the cattle anc 
loraes, and below the road, near the blown-up 
jridge, hundreds of Koldiers may be seen at all hours 
lathing. 
Frere Camp, December 4tk.—We saddled up and 
isited the outposts, going from hill to hill within 
ght of the Boers, who are comfortably ensconced 










1 




Biree miles off, at the foot of the great blue hills 
irith Umbulutana Mountain prominent. We 
tearcbed the plain in front of the hills with ou 
riaases, and ascertained that, although mere specks 
^ey were Boers. This was our first sight of the 
B«at camp of over 15,000 men. 
1 "We proceeded to some of the entrenched guns 
Ind had it been possiliie to haul our heavy apparatu 
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up the hill, we could have secured most valuable 
pictures of firing mi tlip Hoer« who had overstepped 
the line and ,were trying to get at Chieveley stalioii, 
indicated at the riglil of onr rough sketch. The 
guns are tho'ee used on board H.M.S. Terrible. 
twelve-poundera. Tlii' largor guns are now half- 
way to our outposta ; forty-pnunders are also being 
prepared, all the^t! being got into position at night 
so as to preveut the Boers from studying our 
defences. It might be interesting to add that the 
twelve-ponnders do deadly work at five miles, and 
the forty-founderfi at ten miles. 

We may yet be able, by the assistance of the 
soldiers, to carry our fiery apparatus to the hill-tope 
during the night, but as we cannot tell joat when 
the guns will bis used, our machine may haveJ^H 
remain up there for days. ^^M 

Tuesday, Deccmhcr iyth. — \y'e drove out to f^| 
outposts again in search of Bio views, for aa 
yet the bridge at l^'rere is not ready, and no 
trains can go over. Moreover, no orders have been 
issued from General Bullerto advance. We stopped 
at a looted Boisr farm, once a comfortable and 
beautiful homestead, and made the best of it. ' 
Some of the soldiers made tea for ua, oatchinf^ the 
rainwater in pans, a sharp storm having risen while 
we were there. It would be impossible to describe 
the chaotic condition of the farm. It was oar 
people this time ; they smashed everything and 
commandeered the cattle, five hundred strong, 
which we had photographed the day before. Our 
people discovered that the four sons of the house 
had joined the enemy, and they being disloyal 
nothing could save it. Absolute ruin ensued, and 
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^^ne mother and younger children were sent off the 
^B^miBeB. It was also ascertained that one of the 
^^Bns was a clever photographer, and had secured a 
I^Targe number of negatives and prints of every rail- 
road bridge in Natal. These our people promptly 
appropriated. In view of our long trip back, we 
contented ourselves with some hurried photographs 
i)f the interior and driivt; off. 




^^P^^^^^^^^*^-^^^ 




^H'That night, at the invitation of the naval olfieeiH. 
^^¥ visited the searchlight signal station, an impromptu 
and most ingenious construction. Through the help 
ijf Mr. Pavid Hunter, our naval friends of H.M.S. 
^^erribk succeeded in putting together a boiler eugiuL 
^Hhd dynamo on a flat car, shielded by iron sheets ; 
^^Ko of the searchligbts of the Terrible was put in 
^Hbenition on another car. The signaliing apparatus 
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of a multiple-slot shutter, operated by a lever, cut 
off oi- turned on the rays at will, which threw out a 
beam of light of great brilliancy, clearly discernible 
in the sky, especially when projected on a cloud. 
These signals are to be read by our unfortunate 
Ladysmith prisoners, who have been trying to 
answer our messages with a feeble flash machine, 
only visible to our night outposts. This outfit 
travels up and down the line, and was at first 
stationed at Kstcourt, but is at present established 
at Frere. This signal station on wheels is con- 
structed and put into operation in thirty-six hours. 

Wednesday, December Qtk, — Took snap-shots of 
camp life in the morning, then drove out again 
to the scene of the armoured train disaster, inteqt 
upon taking a Bio view of the grave of those who 
perished at tliat time. 

December 1th, — We again visited the outposts, ojd' 
miuijigcd, not without extreme difficulty, to haul omr 
macliine, k(.\., to the top of liifle Hill signal station^ 
just in tinu' to catch a message from Colonel 
Kitchener, which was flagged to picket No. 8, 
the oj>erat()rs kindly waiting until we got the 
machine in position before they sent the message. 
Tlie men were watching the enemy below while 
the signalling was in progress, Captain Bartram 
being in command of signal and picket. This 
is a spkmdid sc(aie, and one of which we are ver}' 
proud, for we nearly killed ourselves and our horses 
in oui- (^ndc^avour to get planted in time. We could 
not hav(^ sccui'cd it but for tlu^ extreme courtesv of 
the, ot'ticei'. This is the message which was sent to 
(). C. No. S picket : " Have your picket under aims 
and send out patrol. Kitchener, December 7th." 
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i sent in plain flag, Morse, not code, so that 
f one who knew Morse could read this message. 
) can get no help at all. Coolie or Kaffir, and 
Icely a soldier can lend any aid unless I go to about 
Reeu officers and generals, running the gauntlet of 
3 usual red-tape. Bather mixed metaphor, but no 
Sitter ; really, come to think of it, nothnig matters 
pch these days. 






■—■There is ample work for my small staff. It takes 
^aU our time to get grub and water and to pitch our 
;i lit, besides caring for our horsoH : the poor beasts 
>t>m to be growing thinner daily, the result, we 
;iM.r, partly of occasionally getting away and eating 
.\ft grass. It is called "horse sickness." If llie 
ii'i-sofl fail, vfo fail. 
One military oflicer high in authority has dune 
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everything to block my patb, and to preveut tiia 
world from seeing these views. I have' yet to dis- 
cover his motive. On bo&rd the Bteamship Dunottar 
I handed him my cord and requested him to make 
an appointment for me to see 8ii Bedvers Bnlltf. 
He promised to do so. The days passed, howevec, . 
without his having redeemed hia. promise. I then' 
honted him up again, and foond he had done 
absolutely nothing. I then determined to ints- 
view the Greneral myself, and found him entirely 
satiBfa,ctory, notwithstanding his chronic dislike to 
being photographed. It was at this interview that 
I obtained from him the promise of a field'pass. I 
got no other opportunity of seeing him before land-. 
ing, to secure the pass, but knowing 1 ahould obtain ; 
it later on, I pushed on from Capetown to Durban 
and on to Maritzburg, as above stated. After many- 
another unaccountable attempt on-iChe part of tiiis 
some high official to prevent my obtaining Qenen] 
BuUer's pass, I finally succeeded in obtaining it 
from Sir Kedvers personally; and it is amazing to, 
relate that so virulent was this official's objectitm 
to yielding to even General Buller's permit for my 
accompanying the army, that he issued an order that 
I should draw no rations for myself, men, or- horses, 
knov^ing that this would in all probability prevent 
my proceeding with the army. But it didn't, thon^ 
he also ordered that we should be thrown out of 
caujp if we persisted in following. The upshot of 
the whole is that two hours after hearing of this 
inexplicable order I pulled up pegs and marched 
forward. We were stopped at Estcourt, and while 
I was foraging for food was handed a note reading, 
"Tell Mr. Dickson I expressly forbid his going on. 
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Send him back with his men. (Signed) ," in- 
directly from the aforesaid high official. I only 
laughed to myself, still feeling secure with the 
General's permit. My papers were overhauled, some 
surprise evinced during the examination, and then a 
muttered apology. I reached the station and was 
preparing to go, when again I was stopped by the 
query: ''Where was my pass between stations?" I 
had the general pass, but not the detail local one 
from station to station. All my papers were collared, 
and I finally had to send my friend Seward for them. 
At Frere I found I could not do without horse food. 
We had tinned stuff. Eather than give up I have 
run back on the line for food, and still am free. 

December 8th. — To-day we moved up to the very 
outposts with the naval brigade and their big guns, 
hoping to be able to follow them to the front. They 
were extremely kind and helpful. My message to 
Captain Jones, the chief, received a most courteous 
reply, with the information that he would be glad to 
help me. Commander Limpus gave me every assist- 
ance in our first picture, the subject of w^hich was 
their pitching camp. All promised to help me get a 
picture of the firing on the enemy. I am now send- 
ing this and the few films and snaps before crossing 
the lines, for fear our cart may get taken, and, in 
fact, we ourselves be made prisoners. I have only 
touched lightly upon my many troubles. Nothing 
could give an idea of how I have been bothered and 
annoyed despite the segis of General Buller's protec- 
tion. Of course nothing could save me from the 
incubus of a very caravan of an outfit, a broiling sun 
all day, bitterly cold nights, only canned food, and 
no bread for days. 

6 
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To-night we pnsh -on in the dai'k, not a light 
allowed. It is qoite possible we may land in some 
ravine. I nhall chance it, aud possible capture. 

Outposts between Frere and GHeveley, December 
8tt. — Finding that wo should have to conform to - 
certain rather harassing rales and regnlatioos shonld 
we join the correBpondenta and depend on getting 
pictures from information of movements, &c., I 
decided to make the acquaintance' df Bome of>^ 
generals and colonels connected with the varions'~^ 
brigades, regiments, &c., so I SnaUy joined the 
naval division under command of Captain Jones 
and Commander Limpua, who courteously invited' 
us to their camp, and thereafter afforded us evi 
desirable facility. After rapid preparation we 
lowed them to their outposts, which were some 
miles in advance of where we then were, that 
the general camp. 
/ At midday we had to lunch under the shad* 
the Biograph, whose huge proportions afforded 
relief from the broiling, fiendishly hot sun, our 
not having yet arrived. Commander Limpua}' 
H.M.S. Terrible, assisted us in getting a good t( 
raising-and-pegging scene. Shortly after we raised 
our own, and slept the sleep of the just, 

December 9(/i.^0ur camp, though very pleasant in 
many respects, especially that of being associated with 
our courteous friends of the naval brigade, lacks 
one most important element, that of water. Two 
miles must we go for drinking water and a mile and 
a half for a wash, and for the horses to drink. Every 
drop in camp is guarded, and men cautioned not to 
be too free with their water-bottles. What would I 
not give for a good drink of water from some crystal 
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■spring! We are drying up! Every night we arc 
obliged to get the password from the officers before 
it gets dark, or woe be to us. I had fortunately 
availed myself of the opportunity that evening, 
while thanking Captain Jones for his kindness to 
ids, to ask for the password, which was " Aldershot," 
ir I might have had to speud the night in some 
rther tent than my own ; for having strolled beyond 
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• 




^ limits of our camp to enjoy the delightfully cnol 
ght bi-eeze and a good Dutch cigar, I was suddenly 
lUed to "Halt," at the point of a fixed bayonet, by 
le of the sentries. On replying "Friend," I was 
ivited to approach and give the countersign. I 
nickly spoke the word, and the answer came, " Pass. 
Send." Of course I quite realised the importance 
[ this vigilance. Just as we were about tn retire, 
Ord came to me to Iig watchful and prepare to 
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decEimp at any moment. What' 4 night we spent 
creeping around, watching for a aigti; onr horseB 
were hamesaed in the dark and pegged up, and 
nearly all our packing done withoTtt R lig'ht, followed 
by a dismally quiet cup of coffee to keep the spirits 
up. But the move was not to be that night. The 
plan was to advance during the night, surprise the 
Boers at dawn with onr big naval guns, and drive 
them from Chieveley or Golen&o on up to the freein*. ,-j 
of Xjadysmith. 

December lOih. — We visit the surrounding countrj" 
to inspect the tremendous damage done by th« 
Boers, and to scrutinise the positions they held a 
few days ago. On our return we enjoy a cold bath 
in the nearly dry stream, keeping a sharp look-out 
the while lest we be surprised by Boer looters. At 
last the word comes that we break camp at 2.30 a,m„ 
and silently creep away before dawn. So after a 
pleasant hour's chat with our naval friends we ^i 
in and get everything ready for the 2.30 awakes^ 
The sentinel who had received his orders from 
Commandant to waken us at the appointed 
made his appearance, lantern in hand, at oiu- tent 
door, announcing that we decamp at 3.30. December 
11th. We were soon ready, tent down, pegs np and 
horses hitched, only awaiting the signal to advance, 
while drinking our coffee ip the open. We, the 
highly favoured, followed in with the big guns drawn 
by bullocks and sailors, and I thanked my stars that 
I had broken rules, taken the bull by the horns, and 
was acting to suit myself. 

About five we reached and passed the outposts, 
and naturally would have been sent back, but being 
in line with the guns and bullock w 
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Soon, however, we heard a loud voice, and 
■ Colonel Reeves rode up. " Hello, you there, Cape 
ftcart ! How did you get there '? You must fall out. 
■Who are you?" I replied : " I am the representa- 
■tive of the Mutoscope and Biograph Company. 

lander Limpua and Captain Jones know all 
lit." "Well, I must see about that." and 



uff' lie nido with the escort, of which be bad charge 
under General Barton. 

The snap-shots show miles of bullock waggons and 
atuuds of dust as we trek along in the rapidly in- 
tfing heat. We get to where the waggons are to 
wp for the night and unload, leaving our Zulu in 
, while we dash on to find the big iron tripod 
lOBg hundreds of carts, it being impossible to carry 
i on our own Cape cart, The site having been 
blected, we get om- guns in position ready to fire. 
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(Tcneral Ikiller and General Barton are closeted, and 
the morning passes. The ^uns are inspected in the 
afternoon, then an*, placed in a splendid position 
facing; C'olenso, U,0()0 yards distant. That night we 
only half pitched camp, and feasted on scraps of hard 
tack and tinned heef. Some good Samaritan brought 
us a large pot of soup and meat, which we had a 
hard time to get down. We slept almost out of 
doors that night, not having had time to put up 
our tent ; besidc^s, we did not think it worth while, 
as w(; had to move on at dawn a point nearer 
Colenso. 

Dcrrmhrr \lMli, at 7.10, we open fire on the enemy, 
our Terrible men doing marvellously good shooting, 
])hLnting cacli shell just where it was needed, Boers 
flying right imd left. On my way up to the guns 
early in tlu; morning, as I was passing General 
I^arton's tent \\v, poppi^l out, and seeing me stared . '\ 
foi- a nionu'ul, then said, " What are you ? Where 
did you coinc fi'om ? " I ex])ltiined, and with a smile,* 
he replied, "Oli, that's it, is it?" and passed oi 
Another danger aveiled. I have actually got to tht 
])()iiil of dreading a recall oi* an idiotic set-back morel 
than thr <n(*iiiy's shells. Aft(»r the morning's bom- 
hardiiicnt . Captain Jones <j;r(HittHl me pleasantly and 
remarked, " Now are you hap})y?" '* Yes," I replied. 
"the \\u)Yv 1 can \iv\ of th(^ real thing the happier I 
^hall he' 

" Well, you'll ;;"et ])l(Mity more," he added. 
Strangle how coolly wr look th(» whole thing, con- 
sidcrin;^^ the destriietion it involved. 

I )('('(' fni>rr 11///. Not ^ettin^^ any rejdy from our 
neighhours, we decided to move on nearer, and 
lcavin<: some <ains behind, we took most of them 



THE BIOGHAPH IN BATTLK 71 

pth nB to a hillock some 1^,600 yards nearer to 

tolenao. 

[ At eaj-ly dawn we conuneuce work again, and, Ss 
osuai, Btick to the guns, and being so far ahead we 
congratulate ourselves on our good luck in the two 
i' gunning, when no one was pennitted to pass the 




licet or outposts. After thti shooting was all over 
3 things comparatively safe, a stream of war corre- 
jondeots could be seen making their way towards us 
torn Frere Camp, that we had been forbidden to leave 

n after having General Buller's permission. 
■ Never shall I forget the sensution of being witliiu 
jOge of the Colenso guns while standing hehidc my 
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naval friendB, who are firing shell and lyddite in i 
BucceBBion into the fortilicatioD. Aftei' getting otd 
pictures we left to return to Chieveley for food, sia 
miles from the front, our Cape cart and grey horseT 
offering a splmdid umrk for the enemy as we drc 
along. We soon discovered that nothing hod coma 
and starvation gtared us in the face. The statioi 
master, however, took pity on ns, and wired i 
peatedly to Prere tor our grub to be sent on^i 
we waited. Meanwhile we shared some bli^^ ( 
with the soldiers, and finished onr'meal at -] 
stationmaster's dismantled and looted house, "Wfaa 
we found a good ham bone, bread, and jam. "What 
a feast t Being worn out mentally and physically I 
lay down on a bed, covering my face with a meat 
safe dish-cover tu keep off the swarm of flies, aud fell 
asleep for five minutes. My companion then coming 
in, announced the arrival of our grub and other gear. 
One half of this we soon packed, leaving the othW':3 
half at the station ; then pushed our way back agawl 
to the guns. We pass through camp after camp tai" 
our way, practically all Frere Camp having moved if^L^ 
that morning, com inducing at daylight. Miles abd ' 
miles of troops aud transport waggons could be se^ J 
wending their way across the twelve miles of field; 1 
indeed, as far as my eye could reach, every hill anS 
dale was covered with troops. Just as we gotbat^. 
General BuUer and some officers made their appear- 
ance on the hill. As the General was walking away 
from his horse he was snapped, standing and riding. 
We could get only one Biograph of all this, thong^ 
magnificently effective, owing to the cloud of dust 
caused by the recoil and concussion. I was obliged 
to ignore the kindly advice to stay on the opposite 




74 THE BIOGKAril IN BATTLE 

/.■■.: 

hill and take it from there by the telepboto ; but nol 
beiag very stire of this new lens, I preferred to nse 
my 8-inch Bansch and Lomb, and pet wHthin fifty 
'■■. feet instead of 1.500 yards or 2,500 yards. As soon, 
, however, as we had taken the view, T had the 
machine dismantied and carried behind huge. 
boolden for protection. Our horses, trembling 
and jomping ' at every shot, behaved splendidly, 
however, never moving from the spot, but scared 
oat of their wits. My companions used cotton-wool 
in their ears to prevent the tremendous concussion, 
but as I wished to hear which way the shells were 
/ cominglpreferredtodropthejaw at the word "Fire," 
a trick I learner! iit Sandy Hook, U.S., at the firing 
of the lOin., whivh answered the purpose very well. 

It was a grand si-^ht to watch the neat way our 
gunners dislodged the Buers, whom we could see 
running hither iinil thithev, jumping on their hors^ 
and galloping off. C'loudw of dust from many hoi 
men was all we Uiinted for guide as to where 
slioot, and quickly utir guns spoke in rapid succesBU 
with lyddite or ordinary shell, which must havB' 
demorahsed them horribly. The whock caused by 
the terrific lyddite explosive will kiU within a radioB 
of a hundred feet by the mere concnssion of air, and 
we could see the fortifications being blown sky-high 
' in huge yellow columns of earth, stones, and men. 

When all was over for the day, and our men had 
retired to rest, I went to the hill with Captain Jones 
and Commander Limpus to look at the Boer posi- 
tion through the large telescope. It was just 
getting dark, but it was still light enough to see the 
Boers creeping along round a hillock. The order 
was given, and quick as lightning our fine chaps 
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Mped to their guns, raising clouds of dust as the 

fells exploded among the enemy. 

Ve have made every effort t(] get a photograph of 

: Boer position, and the effect of the shots, by 

18 of the telephoto, but we were forced' to give 

» owing to the haze and indistinctness which 

ide it impossible to focus properly. There are 

ny other difficulties besides, all of which I hope 



to overcome in time. I shall then focus on the 
fortificdtion and start our machine immediately 
/ifter the shot has been fired, so as to see the effect. 
It \n getting dark and our tent is not yet up, so we 
ull pitch in. and are soon comfortably settled for the 
Kbt, after rather a better supper than usual, 
ring been fortunate enough to obtain some 
1 tomatoes to mix with our bully meat. 
, December Voth, we arc. as usual, shaken 
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out. Oh, for some sleep! We are nearly dead for 
lack nf rest and water ; the latter is so sadly wanteJ 
that we cannot conscientiouely use any for washinK 
pui-posea. We are miles from water, and we have 
to keep our Zulu busy all day bringing supplies. 
He generally returns, after one and a half hours' 
walk, with some pitiable tale of thirsty soldiers and 
an empty bucket. Even when the water reaches ns 



II 



we are besieged with applications which we are only 
too happy to grant. Of course while our Zulu, is 
busy fetching and carrying, the brunt of the house- 
work falls on us. For two days I haven't washed 
my face, but if we survive the day and rush the 
Boers from Colenso, nothing will keep us out of the 
river, I am sure. 

To-day the great battle recommenced. At 4 a.m. 
our guns opened fire, while onr infantry slowly 
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idvanced under cover of the naval guns, which kept 
up a steady actioa, bowling over the fortifications 
and shelters on the opposite aide of the river. 

But to return to to-day's battle, every detail of 
which I had the privilege of witnessing. Wliile the 
guns were shelling, our men advanced across an 
open plain or valley, making straight for the river 
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id Colenso biHdge, in face of a deadly fire from the 
ibuaands of Boers who were well sheltered, wliiie 
me of the wounded men were actually reduced to 
Jging and tearing at the earth to hide their heads 
bm the bullets. Our men were fired on for ten 
jnrs in the open, and were simply shot down and 
Jtchered. Some were ordered to cross the river. 
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which had been dammed up by the Boers to make 
it twelve feet in depth and therefore impassable for 
our men. Some of the brave fellows nearly got 
drowned, notably the Dublin Fusiliers, who were 
weighted down with sixty pounds baggage and 
ammunition. The Boers had cleverly planned this, 
so that they could shoot the soldiers when once they 
were in the water and unable to defend themselves, 
and the mse was carried out with considerable effect. 

The bombs were bursting at our feet and tearing 
up the ground. All were ordered to ** Get down 
under cover," which we did. Then a horrible thing 
happened. The Eed Cross people were stationed 
close to our left, under command of nay friend, 
Miijor Kicket, when the enemy commenced to shell 
this quarter deliberately, a shell bursting right 
among the Red Cross waggons, and inflicting great 
injury among the men and teams. It had been my 
(original iutontion to join ^lajor Eicket and the Red 
Cross stat^', hut 1 had boen delayed trying to decide 
whether I would be able to secure a view of the 
guns. 'I'his hesitancy most likely saved the machine 
and Ca])e cart, and incidentally our skins. It is a 
niai'vel liow anything escaped. When Commander 
rjini])us conunendecl me for choosing to stick to the 
guns instead of going with the Red Cross staff, he 
little knew how very close I was to going after all. 

Soon we were all busv carrvin^ in the wounded 
on stretchers, lifting thrni out of the Ked Cross 
waggons and heni'ing thcni over huge boulders to 
th(^- hos])iial. Colonel Iuh'vcs remarking to me as I 
passed, " This is hardly hiographing." Some of the 
poor chaps whom we lumped to take in were shot 
through head and stomach, and were most extra- 
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^Bdinarily cheerful under the circamstances. I 
^^prnot dwell on the blood-curdhng horrors I 
^H^ne»sed, ^he dying gaepe and groans of agony. 
^^Kave lads ! I was compelled to turn aside and 
^^ny myself in other matters. Meanwhile the 
^^Knbardment was ragijig, many fortifications broken 
^^■(vn and guna silenced. The most terrifj-ing and 


i 


^^eniorftlising sonnd I heard that day was the quick- 
firing Boer gun, which gave from four to five shots 
\vith OQly half a second between each. The roll of 
^Hiuketry was unceasing for hours, accompanied by 
^Bb «>ar of our big twelve- and forty-pounderR, none 
^Hlrilich suffered at all. How heartily did we con- 
^^Btulate our naval ofticets on their good work and 
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lacky esoapes, five men oaly being wountied andi 
one killed. At tliree o'clock it was understood both 
sides needed reBt, and firing ceased. Not, however, 
until onr men had rushed Coleaso bridge, which 
proving too hot for them obliged ue to retire for the. 
day. "We greatly fear our gallant artillerymen oii' 
OOT right have gone too far, as there is an awful' 
Bcriminage going on. It looks very much as if oue 
guns would be taken. 

That night we wandered out on the plain, supplid 
with the password, but it was too 'dark to see any- 
thing, Bo we decided to return, when in so doing 
stumbled up against a Eed Cross volunteer who i 
returning from burying some of his companions 
When I suddenly called a halt it seared him net 
to death. We trudged back to camp througl: 
patches and badly broken ground, stmnblinif 
intervals with each other. He described the bai 
so graphically that I determined to visit the bat 
field next day. Meanwhile we prepared our ev( 
meal in onr kraal, which we had hired for a ch; 
We picked out a comparatively clean one and reti 
for the night. The Kaffirs fled for fear of the Bo( 
and did not return for several days, and thus we ba3^ 
the unique experience of sleeping in a Kaffir krasl, 
on the soiled floor, with our heads near the door or 
hole entrance. We were so inexpressibly tired that 
the hard floor did not keep us awake, but slept 
soundly until 4 a.m., oui' usual hour of rising, varied 
occasionally by 2.80 a.m. For quite a while now 
we have had no full night's rest ; generally up or 
striking camp by star or moonlight, and trudging 
along in the dark. 

Before retiring we felt impelled to visit the 
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bspital tents, where we witnesacsd some sights 
deed. Among the dying we found our good and 
nd friend o£ the S.S. Dunottar Castle, Captain 

Rughes, who inoculated us all against the South 
Erican fever and thereby possibly saved our lives, 
i shot while trying to help some sufferer on 

iie held. How painfully near home this brings us. 







iSaturday, 16th. — An armistice has heen declared, 
both sides profit by this to hury their dead. 
We search the river for a bath, and finding no 
pickets or outposts to object to our going, we stroll 
cm towittda the hattlefield. Just as we got almost 
opposite toColenso bridge we noticed three mounted 
iiocrs ; one seeing us made a dash for us, while we 
our side prt^pared to give up the ghost or remain 
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pr I son«rs. 
Stopping ab- 
mpdy in Iroat 
i>f OS, I ha- 
ninga^ him 
in German re- 
garding tbe 
whereaboats 
of oar dead. 
He said be 
would accoDi- 
f pany ns to the 
^ spot. En route 
^ he spied a 
i wretched 
i sheep ; as 
^ qnick as light- 
^ niog he ran it 
't down and with 
c my penknife, 
I wluch he bor- 
n rowed, «ot its 
3 throat and 
' cleaned it. 
What he toW 
us regarding 
his people w 
interesting, 
but we could r 
gather no in- 
f o r m a t i 
from him that 
would be in- 
teresting 
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our side. I felt anxious to get rid of him, but he 
seemed determined to stay by us until we returned. 
Meanwhile we hadpickedup some Boer exploded shell, 
and strayed into the battlefield. I can only touch 
lightly on what I saw, and it was the most harrowing 
thing I ever witnessed. Khaki uniformed men lying 
about everywhere, deluged in blood, faces horribly 
distorted and swollen and black. A piece of shell 
had caught one in the head and opened up his brain. 
I w^as inexpressibly affected by the sight, and after 
covering up as many faces as we could, turned 
away. A Red Cross burying cortege was just then 
approaching us. The Boer, sitting his horse stolidly, 
counted within a few feet radius thirty-three dead, 
saying, **Poor fellows, poor fellows, what a pity ! " 
I asked him if he knew anything about the Biograph, 
and he said. Oh, yes, he had greatly enjoyed it at 
Johannesburg. I then inquired if he thought I 
could get some pictures from them later on ; at 
which he gave me a cordial invitation, saying he 
would speak to the General when I came. 

I thojight when the war was over, or nearly so, I 
might get something of interest from the other side 
without disloyalty to my people. His njlme he gave 
me as Commander Van Niekerk, and pointed to his 
home across the river. 

We waited a little in order to see the burials, 
then trudged home through the most terrific sun 
. I ever experienced. We had made so great a detour, 
that before we knew it we had walked from twelve 
to fifteen miles, whereas the real distance was not 
more than a mile. J^y the time we had reached a 
stagnant lot of water in the rapidly drying tributary 
near our camp, we were giddy with heat, and got 
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into the deepest pool left, head over heels. I believe 
we just missed a sunstroke. We got into camp by 
quite another entrance, were challenged by the 
picket, then escorted into canip under arms. By 
and by, however, some one recognised us, and we 
were released. 

I learned to-night that General BuUer is greatly 
displeased that our men were led so far forvirard into 
the trenches. His plan was to show front only, and 
to draw most of the Boers away from Ladysmith. 
The wildest reports are abroad ; General BuUer is 
said to be shot in the leg, but by the time this 
reaches you, you will have proved the truth of this 
and other things. We are told that we must retreat 
to our first shelling position, and before 6 p.m. every 
camp had moved back to Chieveley with the excep- 
tion of ourselves. 1 must confess to feeling somewhat 
uncomfortable for fear the Boers might attack us, 
and the remark of Commander Limpus did not tend 
to reassure me : "I liope they won't take a fancy to 
assault us, as our ;^uns are not unlimbered." 

At '2 a.uj., December 17tli, we crawled out of oiu 
Kal'Hr hut and linislied ]mcking by the rays of the 
moon, which, altliough full, was gradually disappear- 
ing uncl(^r an eclipse. The weird half-light lasted 
until we had liarnessed up our horses, then vanished, 
and wci were ol)li<:(ed to set oft in the deep gloom, our 
])ath only li^^^hted by lanterns. Lanterns were about 
tlu^ woi'st thin<^^ \v(> could have used, as it showed 
th(5 (^neiuv our movements. However, we drove 
alon^^ as (juietly as ])()ssil)]e and trusted to luck. We 
were es])(3cial]y anxious to avoid our guns bein^ 
cnplurcMl in the ni^^ht. I'Jn route we had to pass 
through the burying and hospital grounds, and were 
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almost overcome with the stench. At dawn we 
pitched camp, and after a six-o'clock breakfast we 
all collapsed. Sunday was a complete day of rest, 
no one daring to ventm-e from their tents until after 
5 p.m., the sun being unbearably hot. 

December ISth. — Two miles in front of Chieveley 
camp, in view of Colenso, Tugela River in fore- 
ground. In order to be sure of the box getting 
through to the Castle Line people, I went to Durban 
accompanied by Seward, lea\'ing Cox behind to guard 
the tent, i)cc. Cox drove us to the Chieveley station 
two miles off, where we waited three and a half 
hours for a freight car, changed at Estcourt at 
10 p.m., rolled through the night, cold, supperless, 
and bedless, and arrived at Durban between 9 and 
10 a.m. There we devoured a breakfast served on a 
fable ! nothing canned, and fresh bread and butter. 
What a treat ! After finishing all our work, shipping 
box, paying bills, fretting fodder, &c., we took the 
night train back — not, liowever, before we had been 
pumped dry by every one we met regarding the 
Tugela repulse which we had just witnessed. It 
was a most difficult situation, for, much as I wanted 
to give free vent to my feelings, I felt debarred from 
doing so on account of my relations with the army. 

On the train we were entertained by some red-hot 
angry Natal colonists who said we were making a 
mess of it all. and lliat if we would only back them 
up with men tliey would rush and bayonet the 
J)0ers and cletir away the ground from Colenso to 
Jjadysmitli. The Eiiglisli, they said, sat around; 
and when they did not do that they paraded, and 
when they did make a move they made it in the 
open, and so naturally lost their men. The Durban 
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people asked me repeatedly, ** Do you think we shall 
have to give it up ? Why doesn't General Buller let 
us get a whack at them? It is natural for us to 
know the country better than the new arrivals. We 
know every path and kloof." 

Major McKenzie, in charge of the Carbineer 
Volunteers, cried, it is said, when he was refused 
permission to storm the enemy with his men. He 
only asked for one thousand men, having laid all his 
plans most carefully for the attack. 

That night we again had to make the best of it — 
no sleepers. Seward got off at Maritzburg to look 
after any possible stray mail, &c. He didn't show 
up for thirty-six hours, as the trains were irregular 
and used only for carrying ammunition and food. I 
got into Chieveley at 4 a.m., and tramped across the 
veldt for two miles, till I reached our guns where 
we have camped for weeks. As you may well know, 
we are still keeping to the front so as to miss 
nothing and always be able to see every move of 
the enemy. This is a privilege which no other 
civilian seems to have cared to attain. Occasionally 
we are visited by correspondents and others when 
our cannons roar. But to me the charm of it all is 
in being on the spot where I can look down and 
across to their lines and see a sudden dash of horse- 
men from behind a clump of trees, making rapidly 
for another, to be instantly fired into by our l)oys, 
always with telling result, never failing to dislodge 
the enemy from their covert. Our guns may truly 
be said to be the life of this campaign ; and to the 
guns I stick ! straying around whenever I wish, to 
get a picture of anything interesting that may be 
occurring. On returning we are always sure of a 
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kindly welcome from all our naval friends, from 
Captain Jones, Commander Limpus (true types of 
manly refinement and courtesy), down to the cook, 
who supplies us with hot water whenever we feel 
too worn out to heat any. All these things tend to 
make our days more bearable. Our camp with the 
guns is so far to the front that we hourly and 
nightly expect to wake with a shell in our tent. 
How we have escaped thus far is rather hard to tell. 

We are doubtless almost surrounded by Boers, 
whom our cavalry every now and then disperse in 
admirable style. I am eagerly watching an oppor- 
tunity to catch them as they dash out. Lord 
Dundonald is kindness itself, and promises to let 
me know, and if I can only be quick enough to seize 
the right moment I shall have a superb picture. 

December 19th. — After a smart piece of bombard- 
ment our naval friends succeeded in smashing the 
Colenso bridge, thus preventing the enemy crossing 
with their big guns and surprising us. It would 
seem at first thought rather strange for us to do 
this, as we expected shortly to cross ourselves ; but 
we had the information that they had undermined 
the bridge with the intention to blow it up as we 
(•rossed it, so wo thought we'd do it for them, and 
in three capital shots we did it. General Buller 
hi^lily c()ni])liniented the .skill of the gunner. 

StJ'ciiige signals are burning around us on all sides, 
all along tlu^ mountains right and left of us. This 
looks as thouiili tlicv wcr^ Irving to attack us on all 
three sides at once. Night shows their camp fires 
far a])}irt and I'eaching \V(dl to our rear. Should 
their diabolical plan be to cut off our water supply, 
we shall be in a blue wav ; the horses and cattle 
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now drink at a stagnant pool, and to-day that is 
reported nearly dry. All drinking-water comes from 
Frere by train every morning and evening. It is 
brought in ten huge five-hundred gallon tanks, and 
is distributed to the various camps in water tanks 
which are kept under strong military guard. 

While at Frere I had pitched my camp at the 
very water's edge which was the drinking-water 
supply, and could judge of the quantity and the 
possibility of polluting it with dead horses and 
cattle, as is the Boers' wont, a thing very easily 
done although we have men patrolling the stream. 

December 21 s^. — Scouts are out everywhere, riding 
hither and thither, quickly followed by small bodies 
of horsemen. Several of our men were out scouting, 
and, being very tired, dismounted and lay out on the 
grass, having placed one man on sentry duty. This 
poor fellow was surprised and shot by a party of 
Boers who came creeping up a dried river-bed before 
he could give the alarm. Our men, not having time 
to mount their horses, took to their heels, two of 
them scrambling on one horse. I was watching it 
all through glasses, when I noticed the two men on 
the one horse stop, leaving one man to make his 
way up to us while the other rode back furiously to 
try and help his comrades who, while running, had 
been pelted with bullets. One other man was killed 
besides the sentry. On the horseman's return to 
his comrades he found the other horses all shot and 
the men still making towards camp. Meanwhile 
Major McKenzie had been informed of the circum- 
stance, and with one hundred horse urged by voice 
and spur to the utmost speed dashed out to the 
rescue, the Major calling out lustily the while. 
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"Up, Carbineers; our boys ai-e in danger!" And 
so this kind of thin^ goes on day after day, the most 
exciting scenes keeping us for ever on the qui vhv. 

December '22nd. — The guns are booming as we are 
at breakfast. We are getting quite fond of the 
sound, and we delight in watching the destructinn 
of the enemy's well-built entrenchments as they 
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disappear in a cloud by a skilfully directed shell. 
As fast aa they build we endeavour to destroy. 

Saturday, December '^^rd. — Through Lord Dun- 
donald's kindness I am informed of a sortie, and we 
get away, cutting across country. Meeting the 
party, who point to the kopje, we turn our cart con- 
taining the machine on to the spot, they meanwhile 
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very kindly keeping away from the* machine. In 
spite of the rush I feel sure we must have a good 
and most valuable picture. They ride up sharply, 
dismount, lead the horses back, and the men advance 
to the edge of the kopje to hide among the rocks. 
This was the first kopje. Not finding the enemy, 
they mount again and gallop to the next, and so on 
until they do find the enemy, whom they quickly 
drive off. I need not add that this was a tour de 
force, carried out in spite of the fact that our horses 
were only half hitched up, and that we had, to drive 
at a gallop across country to intercept the horsemen. 

After we had secured this valuable picture I 
thought it unadvisable to follow on to the next 
kopje, as we doubtless would be fired on sooner or 
later. We ran some risk, of course, but the danger 
was slight compared to the next kopjes ; this of 
course we didn't know, and we enjoyed the excite- 
ment of the enterprise. On our return we were 
maeh amused to meet Colonel Sitwell riding solemnly 
along with a Christmas chicken fastened to his 
saddle. It caused us all much merriment. 

Just then it occurred to me that a panoramic or 
bird's-eye view of the artillery, cavalry, naval and 
Irish Fusilier camps, that are so far in advance 
of the other camps, would prove interesting, and 
furthermore would give the public an idea of the 
surrounding country. The view starts with Lord 
Dundonald's cavalry, transport waggons, tents, 
camps and artillery, and the remnant that is left 
of the various Irish Fusilier regiments, including 
our naval camp on the central hill nearest the 
enemy, with the Colenso hills beyond. This shows 
about one tenth of the camps, which reach away 
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back to Frere, and are so scattered that I thought it 
well to secure these camps before they moved. For 
you know it is only one bugle call, then ten minutes 
later another, and every tent comes down and the 
trekking commences. 

December 24:th, Christmas Eve, — There are no 

signs of the enemy ; our cannons are resting. I 

think it must be mutually agreed on to keep the 

peace for a day or two. While out driving around 

in search of subjects for the Biograph, and grub for 

man and beast, I called on Lord Dundonald, and 

/was again helped in getting a good picture. Some 

picket was to be reinforced, and we got a company 

5 of the 13th Hussars g?j route to the picket, Lord 

I Dundonald telling them to gallop as they passed the 

* Biograph on their way. This they did with fine 

effect. It is a wonder to me that any one can brave 

the fierce rays of the sun to play football, and yet 

it may be seen going on in every camp during a 

respite. 

I am getting rather more accustomed to the heat, 
altliougli I cannot say it is enjoyable, and I hardly 
think I would dare attempt, much as I would like, 
to join in a football game. If it would only rain ! 
A heavy thunderstorm is now threatening to break 
on us, but we fear it will pass us by. It is at present, 
however, a grand sight. Two heavy black clouds 
liave risen from almost o})p()site points of the 
coni])ass, to nicH't overhead in flame and thunder. 
At iii'sl we noticed a cloud rise in the west, divide, 
and tluMi circle around to north and south, and 
tinallv (lirccllv ui) over us. 1^'or a while w^e had a 
little excit(MU(Mit di-ivin^r down ])egs and getting 
ready: oui- enemies, however, got it when the storm 
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really burst. We did hope for rain to replenish our 
dried-up streams, for even if we did not get it at this 
precise spot, its coming in the vicinity will benefit 
us indirectly. (The subject of the illustration below 
has just stopped my pen.) 

South Africa may have much to recommend it, 
but for me as I feel at this present moment I would 
rather endure dear old London's worst winter fog 
and mud indefinitely than go through an experience 
I had ten minutes ago. Directly above my head 
this huge tarantula made his appearance, and 
received a crushing blow with this book. In an 
instant all of us, in response to my yell, were 
turning up every piece of furniture, chips, sod, and 
what not, each man with a candle in hand. The 
spider was only wounded when I found him under 
my satchel, and I held him down while one of my 
companions got a bottle in which we secured him 
for the unbelieving. This has started my collec- 
tion, and to-day, Christmas, after a crawly and 
uncomfortable night, we add two scorpions to our 
collection. Almost every loose stone harbours these 
reptiles. 

As soon as the camps hear of our adventures and 
subsequent collection, we were overwhelmed with 
such courtesies as the following, ** We heard you 
was coUectin' them things," and a Tommy Atkins 
appears at our tent door with one of these specimens 
held between two sticks. 

While vainly attempting to prevent some horrible 
insect from drowning in my coffee, I question my 
visitor as to the possibility of getting several 
scorpions and tarantulas for a fight before the 
Biograph. 
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We hitch up and drive around among the camps 
to witness the distribution of plum-piuddings, &c., 
the chocolate not having yet arrived. 

In the afternoon I suggested my pet picture to some 
members of our Naval Brigade, who impaediately 
jumped at the idea and worked hard to carry it out. 
I proposed a tug-of-war with John Bull and Kruger 
en costume. They were to fight, John Bull, of 
course, is to sit down on Kruger. The taking of 
these scenes, together with the subsequent events of 
the day, illustrated the absolute indifference to danger 
which characterised the troops. Although in full sight 
of the enemy we had a jolly good day, dining with the 
Naval Brigade and taking part in the performance 
of the evening, composed of stories, refreshments 
and songs. Commander Limpus and his officers 
looked in upon us for a while, and Captain Jones 
and some others accepted the invitation to supper. 
The wording of the invitation caused some amuse- 
ment ; it ran thus : '' Come to supper, and bring 
your own knife and spoon." When these officers 
departed we escorted them down the hill to the 
clatter of knife and fork. 

In regard to the Christmas pictures, I will add \ 
that I arranged the details of the tug-of-war with . 
the assistance of Gunner Baldwin, chief instructor, 
and others. First, Kruger and John Bull pull , 
against each other ; then we have the former hanged 
and buried in great state, a bodyguard presenting 
arms and a minister in attendance. Another picture 
of John Bull laying down the law. It is needless to 
say that the proceedings of Christmas Day comprised 
toasts to our wives and sweethearts. 

It is delightful to see how well the naval volunteers 
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and the Naval Brigade fraternise. Yesterdiaky, in com- 
pliment to their friends of the TerrihU and Forte the 
volunteers sent them a large suj^ly of froit^ beer 
and other refreshments, which were greatly needed 
and much appreciated. 

iNhavejust met Ocdonel Hamilton, who stopped 
me with the inquiry, " Where did you come from ?" 
I told him. After several other, questions he said 
that I had been reported to him as missing, and that 
he was very glad to see me. I had not been seen 
after the battle. My Cape cart had been reported 
injured. 

I expect we shall be captured or shelled before we 
get through. We are always skirmishing around 
and escaping in omr Cape cart, in search of phdio^ 
graphs during the day, and at night we camp wii3)[^' 
the Naval Brigade, the position of which suits b6iW|.'! 
than that of the other camps, inasmuch as iVi^\ 
always considerably in advance. We get qnite 
fascinated with this mode of living, and would soon 
find the orthodox ways of the bigger camps tame in 
comparison. 

There is much discussion among the officers ' 
regarding this war crisis, especially in connection 
with our last repulse; we are even talking about 
going back to Frere Camp. We'll see. Of course 
the water supply there would be an inducement. 
There is also talk of flanking the enemy, going 
around, as the Colenso hills seem impregnable. 

December 26th. — Camp near Colenso (Chieveley). 
A furious dust storm has arisen, and it is all we 
can do to hold down our tent and breathe. We 
are suffocated, and can only fill our lungs with air 
by breathing through a handkerchief while struggUng 
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with the ropes and inflated tent. We get the hrunt 
of the storm, being poised on the very top of the 
hill^a meeting plafce for all the breezes of heaven. 
After a while the wind and sand storm changed to a 
heavy downpour, varied with lightning, and it was 
not long before we were flooded out of our tent, the 




water rushing in and passing under our cots, upon 
which we had piled everything of value. It is not 
easy to give an idea of the horrors and discomfort of 
a wet tent. There was nothing to choose between 
the outside and the inside. However, as rain is 
much needed, we must try to endure these iucon- 
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December 27th. — We rose at 6 a.m., rather stiff, 
but otherwise none the worse for the wetting. The 
usual weekly box of films, snap-shots, and MSS. was 
prepared for London, and Seward carried it to * 
Maritzburg. - 

Later in the day another storm came on, and 
many of our sailor lads and Tommies got a good bath 
by stripping and running about in the rain, some 
bathing in the recesses of the huge tarpaulins 
covering the ammunition waggons. 

Deceiftber 28th. — Another awfully wet night. We 
are all ^rheumatic and cold, and it is impossible to 
get dry. Our oil lamp even won't keep lighted. For 
hours we toiled with spade and sTiovel, digging 
deeper trenches and using other expedients to keep 
out the rain and storm, but all to little effect. Cox is 
sick and Seward little better, but I am wonderfully 
well. Seward made his appearance at breakfast, 
with the news that the London box had been dis- 
patched, and brings new supplies. Our men are 
digging trenches all round the hill to protect the 
cafnp and guns from a sudden attack, operations 
which oblige a little settlement or kraal directly 
below the guns and entrenchments to remove them- 
selves further down the hill. 

There is much talk and considerable excitement 
among the natives, who do not relish this enforced 
flitting. However, they finally choose it in pre- 
ference to being in the direct line of the shooting. 
I was much interested in watching the methods by 
which the kraals are moved. First the thatchine: 
or long grassy straw is taken from the roof and 
sides, and the sooty frame or basket bared. Then 
twenty or more blacks, with song and gesture, carry 
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this huge basket on their shoulders to the new settle- 
ment. One manin a strong, high-pitched voice screams 
a few inarticulate words, which are instantly taken 
up as a chorus in a deeper key, keeping perfect 
time. The leader gets more and more excited as 
the chant proceeds, springs from the ground and 
beats the soil at intervals with his knobbed stick. 
Gradually the infectious enthusiasm spreads to the 
carriers and the chorus swells into a roar of approval. 
They present a most uncanny sight these savages, 
toiling away with perspiration pouring down their 
huge naked black bodies, which are ornamented with 
beads and ear pegs. The women do little more than 
gather the household goods and blackened straw for 
the next camping ground, and are rarely seen with 
the men, usually preferring to sit apart in a circle, 
arranging their hair or wool by the aid of a piece of 
broken mirror. I might add that from the snap-shots 
sent it will be . seen that these women seem to con- 
sider garments as a superfluous luxury ; a few beads 
often comprising the entire costume. It is wonder- 
ful, however, how well these look on their rich brown 
velvety skin. I tried to purchase one of these beaded 
arrangements, but had regretfully to give it up, as I 
understood from the lady in question that it formed 
her entire wardrobe. I think they have taken my 
order for one, but am not sure, it being a difficult 
and delicate matter to make my meaning clear. I 
had no knowledge of their dialect, so had to resort to 
gesture, nature's universal language. 

On my return to my tent I found another batch of 
tarantulas, scorpions, and other abominations await- 
ing me. I had made known the fact that I wanted 
a few of these specimens to biograph them fighting, 
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if possible, and now the boys keep briiiging endless 

numbers of these horrible creatures, which we stow 

away in separate compartments, haying learned from 

experience that the stronger devour the weaker ; a 

/ truly appalling sight. Our present Kst of captured 

7 reads: four huge tarantulas, fourteen scorpions, 

/ three centipedes, two snakes (black, flat-headed and 

/ poisonous), no end of curious- bugs, insects and 

\ worms ; three chameleons, a pet kitten, a puppy 

\ dog, and a huge trap-door spider. 

Friday y December 2Sth.—We are all so damp in 
our tent that we have had to carry everything out 
of doors and roll the tent back to profit by a few 
hours of sunshine. In doing so we killed several 
scorpions and other loathsome reptiles which have 
been comfortably ensconced under Our beds. We had 
plenty of time for these operations, as little or noth- 
ing is happening in connection with the enemy, 
unless it be an occasional small skirmish with the 
Boers who venture too near us. 

Desiring to aee a little more of Boer doings I rode 
out to the lines, keeping at a safe distance from their 
rifles, and was rewarded by a good view of their 
fortifications, together with an excellent description 
of their methods and plans from a bright scout who 
accompanied me to each successive kopje. 

Our companions are a little better, which is a 
great relief to my mind, as so many men have had 
to give in during the last few weeks and go to the 
hospital. 

The evening was spent with some friendly officers, 
who visited our tent in order to post us as to a move 
of some kind soon to take place. 

Saturday, December SOth. — Fine weather at last, 
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so we again commence our preparations to photo- 
graph a tarantula and scorpion set-to. It is a 
unique if unpleasant subject. A tin box was made 
with glass front, and after several bloodthirsty and 
blood-curdling rehearsals, in the course of which 
they actually devoured each other, they were taken. 
The rehearsals had to be abbreviated on account of 
these cannibalish tendencies. Once when we had 
left a batch together overnight, we found it in the 
morning greatly increased in rotundity while 
decreased in numbers. 

The fight took place amid cheers from a host of 
soldiers and sailor lads. The combatants had to be 
poked up at first, but they warmed to their work 
most satisfactorily. We have had such a sickening 
of the whole thing, that the subject is now a for- 
bidden one in our camp ; yet these specimens still 
continue to flow in, and we cannot arrest the tide. 
A very large flat-headed, poisonous snake appeared 
in our tent this morning. It had crawled out of a 
tin box at our tent door, through the curiosity of an 
ofl&cer who was anxious to see the reptile, and then 
could not get the cover on again. So we have 
another boarder, for he eluded our first search and 
obliged us to spend the night with him, as we were 
too busy all day long to engage in a reptile hunt. 

There was talk of attacking the Boers to-night, 
and had the night been clear and not so bitterly 
cold and wet the afifair might have come off. It 
was arranged that a few of our troops should 
advance under cover of night in the neighbourhood 
of their new trenches, and fire rapidly, under the 
supposition that this would draw the Boers down into 
the trenches. Then at a given moment our large 
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nietiyal gans would fire a volley (and as oar gnnnerB 
have proved themselves crack shots they would 
effect deadly work in the trench^). The gons 
during the day had been carefully trained on these 
tirenches, and after the recoil of the gun^ each had 
been replaced and resighted from three fixed points 
in line with the trenches ; a most clever plan. 

After two hours' waiting in dead edlence and bitter 
cold, through a soaking rain we decided to retire for 
the night, as evidently our mounted cavalry never 
went out : for we did not hear their fosilade, and so 
we did not fire to support them. 

Sunday, December Slst. — ^We are again without 
food for our horses, and there is none to be had for 
love or money. Grazing is nil, and as we have had 
two days of this now, we'll have soon to go on a 
foraging expedition to see what we can find. 
Himting for pictures is not all that is to be done 
here, as may be seen from this circumstance. While 
out we were much interested to see how the soldiers 
were building up stone walls and digging trenches to 
fortify our stronghold against sudden attack; for 
should there be an attempt to get our guns, there 
would undoubtedly be a frightful battle for supremacy. 
The Boers recognise equally with ourselves the 
indispensability of* these weapons. 

We find forage for the horses and some bread, so 
that as far as food is concerned we can keep alive 
for another day. We hurry back just in time to 
watch our neighbours' newly built fortifications 
crumble beneath the unerring marksmanship of our 
bluejackets. 

January 1, 1900. Chieveley Camp, near Colenso. 
— Great firing this morning for several hours, which 
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attracted a lot of correspondents from Frere Camp, 
six and a half miles away. The shooting had ceased 
when they arrived, and so they returned to camp, 
which seems very hard, as it is certainly most diffi- 
cult for them to be on hand at the exact moment. 
The firing doubtless was to cover our brave chaps of 
the 13th Hussars and B.M.I.'s. At the same time 
Thornycroft's Mounted Infantry made a daring dash 
for the Umhlangeni Hill on the right jflank, and got 
sufficiently near to draw the enemy's fire from the 
trenches used at the Colenso fight. After an hour's 
fusilade our men took cover from the Maxim- 
Nordenfelt*s deadly one-pound shots, which still 
issue from a concealed spot. Our men got off 
scathless ; some Boers are reported killed. Our 
extreme forward position enables us to witness theae 
occurrences by the aid of a good spyglass, but un- 
fortunately they are not within biographic distance. 

January 'Ind. — The usual 4 to 6 a.m. early break- 
fast is despatched to our Boer neighbours in the 
shape of lyddite shells, a performance which we 
have learned to sleep through tranquilly. At least 
we hear them, for of course each shot nearly shakes 
us out of our cots, but we are asleep again before the 
next one is fired. I never could have believed this 
possible had I not tested it personally. 

Lord Dundonald passed our tent this morning 
while we were at breakfast, to tell me that there was 
to 1x3 a sortie against the enemy, if I cared to take 
the ti'oops ridin;^^ out. Before ^oing we catch an 
excellcMit i)ictuL'e of our Koval Fusiliers strikincr 
camp, while those wlio are ready march past. 
Lord Dundonald was at the head of the South 
African Li^^ht Horse Infantry, accompanied by 
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I Major McKenzIe, Major Graham, and Captain 

' Binlwood, followed later by Captain Denney and 

Captain Campbell, Of course, as a rehearsal was 

impossible I could only ask them to round and come 

towards me, which they did with fine effect. 

The object of the sortie was to repel the Boera, 
who were encroaching on our territory and seriously 




lampering us by trying to invade our water supply, 

lOn our return to camp we took a most interesting 

■picture of a locomotive and cars. being armoured in 

El new way. Our bluejackets, under the direction of 

Chief Gunner Instructor Baldwin, have matted 

together tons of heavy rope and covered doubly the 

Pwhole engine, making it, we believe, bomb proof. 

The pictm'e shows the men hoisting up the rope 
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mats, while others ore making thenl ; soldiers on th^ 
tender cheering. 

A yell fro;ai my companions annomioes the fact 
that a big snake has been fomid coiled up com- 
fortably under the provision box. Our neighbours 
crowd in to see the killing of a v^ poisonous 
reptile, our room-mate for the last three days. 

Eye;ybody is greatly excited over the oorLg of 
Lord Boberts and Lord Kitchener, and if they come 
to Durban first instead of Capetown, we will try 
to get the landing. I do not expect them this way 
though. 

Time for the box to go, so must stop. 

Thursday, Jamux/ry 4, 1900. Chieveley Gamp, 
near Colenso. — ^We are still here and our people 
are extremely restive and crazy to get at the enemy. 
No orders have yet come, however. We see the 
officers at all times of the day studying the enemy's 
position and holding council as to how best to 
attack it. Among the more conspicuous of the 
officers are General BuUer, General Clery, General 
Barton, and our friends Captain Jones and Com- 
mander Limpus. 

No guns fired to-day. 

Friday, January 5th. — My companions are up 
and about, having recovered from their indisposi- 
tion, while I have to take my turn, not being 
able to leave my tent. Our neighbours are most 
solicitous and kind, and entertain us with their 
experiences in travel, spinning the most extra- 
ordinary yarns for our amusement. Among other 
things the South African Admiralty came under 
discussion, and in not too complimentary terms. It 
is stated . (with what accuracy I cannot say) that 
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they put every imaginable obstacle in the way of 
our Naval Brigade^s getting their guns immediately 
to the front, and that it was only by strategy that 
the feat was accomplished. 

January 6th, — Water is getting worse and worse 
and the heat intense. Both Captain Jones and 
Commander Limpus have collapsed, so I am in 
illustrious company. This is bad, considering what 
a severe day's work we have before us. 

Ladysmith was attacked at early dawn by the 
Boers, who were repelled three times with great 
losses on both sides. Hour after hour we listened 
to the bombardment, which must have been terribly 
destructive, for there was hardly a minute's let-up 
on either side. The whole atmosphere is indes- 
cribably shaken and torn. Now is our turn to act, 
or Ladysmith may be overwhelmed. We must 
draw the Boers towards us and away from Lady- 
smith by storming them. 

Sharp at 2.30 the cavalry, artillery, and troops 
again rapidly cross the open, hoping to draw the 
enemy's fire and to make the Boers believe that we 
intended to rush across and storm Colenso, but in 
spite of a brisk cannonading from our artillery 
which had approached very close to the Boer lines, 
we receive no encouragement to continue very long. 
Our position was well in advance of a small kopje 
which we had once occupied, and from which we 
had been obliged to retire after the battle of 
Colenso. 

As soon as we saw the troops filing out, followed 
by Lord Dundonald's cavalry and artillery, we lost 
no time in harnessing up our horses and dashing 
down the hillside to the accompaniment of our 
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naval guns, which are folly employed covering the 
British advance. So far as We can tell, the plan 
was a success. The Boers evidently thought they 
were being stormed at Golenso, and left the Lady- 
smithians alone for a whila In the meantime 
dense black clouds were forming in the sky and 
gave us fair warning of the approach of a severe 
storm, which broke furiously upon us about 5 p.m. 

The Boers made no reply to the English attack 
except to fire shrapnel from their upper guns on the 
hills, the shells bursting in mid-air with terrific 
detonations but fortunately causing us no damage. 

On our return to camp we found that some of 
the soldiers of the Union Brigade who had halted 
near our tent had somehow got in and looted every- 
thing edible, much to our indignlbtion and that of 
our naval friends, who made every effort to dis- 
cover the thieves ajid secure compensation for our 
losses. This was very serious indeed, as we were in 
hourly expectation of a trek and could not take 
time to replenish our stores from Dmrban. This 
disaster necessitated considerable foraging from 
canteens and friendly neighbours, who never 
failed to respond, there being a marked feeling of 
good comradeship towards us and a cordial appre- 
ciation of our endeavour to record their doings by 
means of the Biograph and notes. 

January 8th, — Much to our joy, we received word 
this morning to hold ourselves in readiness for a 
trek. The news is welcome, as we are heartily sick 
of this long and apparently useless wait. The 
camps are all alive cleaning up and repairing things, 
and there is a healthy bustle everywhere. From 
early dawn every available soldier has been at work 
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digging fortifications around our gun-hills, such as 
deep trenches and earth-works, with here and there 
stone entrenchments. While I am scribbling this 
in bed. Captain Jones feebly strolls over to my tent 
for a chat. He is not much better that I can see, 
and on inquiry I find that Commander Limpus is 
very feverish and prostrated. The news of our 
early departure has, however, acted like a charm, 
and I myself feel already better in the very thought 
of a change. During the night we were aroused by 
an alarm — ** Enemy approaching! To arms ! " At 
11.80 p.m. the men were awakened, ordered to fix 
bayonets, to remain still, not to show a light, and 
to await orders. Hours passed in breathless antici- 
pation of an attack, but our outposts had been at 
fault, they had mistaken a large herd of cattle for 
the enemy — not very complimentary to the followers 
of Oom Paul. 

January 9th. — Oui: horses are down with a bad 
case of influenza, brought on doubtless by repeated 
wettings, as we have no shelter at night for them. 
We have therefore had to look around for some 
pieces of tarpaulin as a protection against the 
pouring rain, their blankets being quite inadequate. 
We ourselves make the best of the situation under 
canvas, and devote ourselves to getting ready for a 
sudden call. 

Crash ! Out we rush en dishabille, to find our \ 
two-wheeled vehicle fallen backwards and our 
horses rearing and plunging around the debris. 
After politely assuring the horses that the accident 
was due to the excessive weight of the Biograph, 
and not their fault, we brought the cart back into 
position and put the iron tripod on the shaft to keep 
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mained uninjured. It seems to have a charm.e( 
Ufe. 

Towards evening we rode around to visit oa 
friend Captain Wild, in whose charge are severe 
of the naval twelve-pounders. He was encamped 
on an exquisite spot, a high bluff overlooking 
Chieveley Camp on one side and the blue distant 
mountains of Zululand on the other. I gazed ott 
the latter with indeacribabie longing to explore, thq 
more so as I had received a cordial invitation from 
one of the chiefs to visit his kraal, which hft 
described as set in a beautiful, sunny land, rid, 
with trees, meadows, and rivers, and surrounded bj 
towering mountains. 

On the other side of one of those 
enacted the great murder of an entire tribe by 
King Chaka. The king of the Zulus held swaj 
over a distant tribe who had not paid him tribntd 
for some years. He ordered them all, men, women, 
and children, to trek to his kraal to do him homag( 
and to bring him gifts. Meanwhile Chaka 
taken a position on a high hill above a deep chastB 
or caiion, over the brink of which he drove themj 
they singing hia praiaea the while. The chasm j 
said to be several hundred feet deep, and was fillec 
with the dead and dying. Every Zulu knows th< 
atory. 

I could not devote much time to conteinplatioui 
however, for it was neceasary to partake of OD 
host's good cheer and to inspect the new fortifid 
tions and gun-pits together with the other merits C 
this well-chosen spot of defence. 
, The Commander sends word that we trek 1 
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morrow at 4.50 a.m. Good ! Later on we receive 
a visit from Captain Jones, who informs ns that the 
hour has been postponed to 8.30. With his usual 
kindly consideration he had come round to let us 
know, so that we could get a good sleep. 

Wednesday, January 10th. — Breakfast over, we 
pack away our best belongings, strike camp, and 
by 8.30 are trekking with the rest. The utmost 
secrecy has been observed in regard to the dummy 
4.7 guns left on the hill in place of the real ones 
which accompany us, and which have been taken 
apart and packed under our tents so as not to be 
visible to the enemy in the event of their examining 
us through glasses. It was part of our usual good 
fortune that all this was done next to our tent. 
The building of the dummies took place right under 
our eyes, whereas sentries were placed in every 
direction to keep all the other civilians at bay. The 
intention is to keep firing as usual, morning and 
evening, with the two twelve-pounders placed near 
the dummies. Meanwhile, if the army succeeds in 
getting round to the west of Ladysmith, a trek of 
from thirty-three to thirty-five miles, and can plant 
our 4.7 guns without being discovered, we shall 
have gained a point, and a good one. All we fear 
is some skulking spy. 

So we leave ** Liar's Hill,'* which I quite believe 
has deserved its title, for, as Captain Jones says, he 
has heard more wonderful stories there of 'things 
which were about to be done and which never came 
about than he could possibly enumerate. Trekking 
is no easy business, and if it were not for the 
courtesy of the Naval Brigade's commanders we 
could not carry all our effects. This is one of the 
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many good reasons which induce us to stick to the 
guns. Moving in line with hundreds of waggons, 
ten or twelve miles in length (not the waggons, but 
the space covered}, is alow work, and so we sfcop off, 
first at one camp and then another, to say goodbye 
to those who remain behind. Presently we were 
spied by a red-headed Scotchman, and invited to 
have breakfast with him. He was compounding 
some kind of bread out of flour, baking-powder, and 
water in a greasy pan over a wood fire ; and after 
partakingof this, together with some oatmeal, bacon, 
and coffee, we moved on. This is the way we live, 
from hand to mouth, never knowing where we siiaH 
the next meal. Oh for Pretoria under the 
British flag ! 

We fall into line again, occasionally getting aliead 
of the waggons when the road is wide, and bencUng 
our efforts to catching up with the Naval Brigade, 

Towards 2 p.m. and at a certain angle we rat 
the whole of Frere Camp going in the same di 
■tion, the cavalcade having the appearance of a, huge 
reversed Y. 

Towards 6 p.m. we approach an awful ford, in 
which every transport waggon sticks and has to be 
hauled out by double and treble ox-teams, and 
the work goes on so slowly that we dread being left ] 
on the road without shelter for the night. I there- I 
fore pushed on to the edge of the river and waited 
my chance, carefully noting the one and only narrow 
possible crossing. We waited until one waggon had 
got over successfully by the help of thirty- six 
bullocks, and then made the attempt. The other 
side was crowded with our friends, who were 
encouraging the rest of us to hurry, the night being 
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I High at hand ; so under the impetus of whip and 
feoice uiy thoroughbreds tumbled me and the cart 
pafely across and up the steep embankment, 
encouraged by the cheers of our friends. My I 
companions waded after. Our steeds were highly 
complimented on their sturdy pull and on not 
getting out of the narrow, rocky bottom, which, it 
they had done, would haye resulted in an upset. As 
soon as the disguised big guns and baggage had 





crossed we fell into line, but were soon to have 
another set-back. An officer rode up and laughingly 
informed us that there was another and far worse 
crossing before us which would have to be made at 
night. Cheerful intelligence ! 

At dusk we reached the big ford, and there we 
stuck. It was almost impossible for any of the 
transports to cross. Mile after mile, stretching 
halfway back to Frere and Chieveley, the roads 
were black with waggons aud men. Our Naval 
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Brigade had succeeded in edging their waggons up 
to the ford, s() as to wait their turn to cross. I left 
the Cape cart to find some way over the river, and 
heard an officer say, "I wish somebody would risk 
that bridge." "Where?" I asked, and was shown 
in the gathering gloom a structure apparently hardly 
capable of bearing more than one cart. On my way 
I met Chief Gunner Instructor Baldwin, who went 
with me to inspect, after which I agreed to pioneer 




the bridge, provided the sailors would pull me out 
if I got stuck. Returning to where I had left the 
cart, all of us made for the wooden structure, each 
of my assistants guiding a horse over ploughed fields 
and mealy patches to the crossing. Giving the 
horses a good breathing epell, I guided them slowly 
and with extreme care, keeping to the centre of the 
narrow bridge, they snorting and slipping, falling 
through some of the planks, which so frightened 
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them that they tore up the almost perpendicular 
sides of the embankment. This embankment had 
been dug down considerably by the able corps of 
Eoyal Engineers, but the recent work had ren- 
dered the soil so extremely soft that we again 
stuck. After ten minutes' time Instructor Baldwin 
returned with his willing sailor lads, and to the tune 
of ** All together, boys,'' we reached the top, only to 
discover that it was now night and about to rain ; 
also that we were alone and cut off from our people, 
besides being on the high road, the order having 
been countermanded for the advance. All were 
to halt where they were till dawn. Meanwhile 
we were tentless, the Cape cart filled to overflowing 
and affording very little protection beneath it from 
wind and rain, so we simply decided to sit up all 
night. 

Just as the rain commenced we spied, between 
lightning flashes, a transport waggon covered with 
tarpaulin. To this we drove, and hid ourselves 
among highly odoriferous naked Kaffirs. We stood 
them as long as possible, and then fled. The rain 
ceased after a while, and was succeeded by a 
brilliant moon, illuminating the whole surrounding 
country, and more particularly a tumbled down 
mud-built house, for which we made immediate 
tracks. Leaving the cart on the road carefully 
fastened up, we carried our bedding across a deep 
ditch to the house, 50 to 75 feet distant, and there 
settled down in the porch (January 11th). Soon 
the clouds came up again and all was pitch dark. I 
was lying awake, too tired to sleep, while my com- 
panions were snoring, when suddenly I thought I 
heard some one at the cart. In an instant I had 
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run across the plot of ground and fioondered through 
the ditch, with mud halfway up my boots, just in 
time to discover a lot of troopers looting the cart 
of its contents. As soon as 1 yelled they retreated 
in the gloom, carrying with them everything we had 
in the shape of food, ctit)s, dishes, cooking utensils, 
and all our film and plates. I tried to catch sight of 
the regiment's letters, or to get a helmet off their 
heads, but in vain. They had left chaos behind 
them. Everything had been thrown xout on the 
muddy grqund : our water bag and bottles, lime- 
juice, &c., &c., gone I The situation could not 
have been worse, and after the first wave of anger 
and fight had past, I found myself laughing im- 
moderately at the ruin they had left behind. This 
simply meant that we had to return to Durban 
viA Frere, thence by rail to Durban, and back — a 
distance estimated at 625 miles. On our return 
we should have to catch up with our naval people, 
who most probably might have had to fight in the 
meantime, and we not there to record the event. 
It was heart-rending, more especially as I had no 
sleep for three nights, having been in a constant 
state of suspense. 

Our sad plight reminded me of the American 
pioneer ranchman, who, after a year's absence, 
returned to find only a few smoking embers in 
place of what had once been a prosperous farm, 
peopled by wife and children, servants and cattle, 
and stored with all the accumulated comforts won 
by ten years' hard toil. No words came to him but, 
**WelI, this is too ridiculous for anything/' I 
remembered the story, and, applying it, laughed. 

It was now 1 a.m., and I spent the rest of the 
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night moon-gazing and awaiting the dawn, when 
I awoke my companions to assist in unpacking the 
Biograph, &c., from the cart. Fortunately for us 
the camera had not struck the looters' fancy. We 
carried the Biograph and appendages into the house, 
and, leaving Cox in charge, Seward and I went back 
on horseback across the ford. Still breakfastless 
and cold, we rode to the quarters of our friends of 
the Naval Brigade, who were sitting around the 
waggons drinking coffee and feasting on adamant 
biscuits and bully beef. A chorus of indignation 
and disgust greeted the repetition of our story. I 
then carried a cup of coffee and some eatables back 
to the hoase, telling Cox he must forage and do 
the best he could for himself, after which I joined 
Seward and commenced our long trek back, first 
stopping to get a view of the bridge which we had 
crossed the night before, and which had been partially 
washed away by the night's flood. This fact made 
me very thankful that I had not postponed the 
crossing. 

We reached Frere after many hours of hard 
riding, only to find that there was no train until 
9 p.m. After getting our horses stabled and paying 
an extravagant price for some supper we took train 
for Maritzburg, arriving there at 4 a.m., January 
12th. We attended to some business, then con- 
tinued our journey by the 9 a.m. train, reaching 
Durban at 1.30 p.m. Every one we met begged 
for news, which we gave with the utmost caution. 
We were the only people direct from the front — a 
fact which was sufficiently evident from our appear- 
ance, our khaki dress, and the mud with which we 
were covered. After getting food, film, &c., we 
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retomed by the 5.40 p.m., and at two the next 
morning (January 13tb) we were wakened from a 
somid sleep at Moch Biver by th6 night sentries 
swinging a lantern in our eyes. After examining 
General BuUer's pass they allowed us to go on to 
Frere, which we reached at 5 a.m., sore and hungry. 
There we had a hard time trying to persuade the 
proprietors of a little temporary inn to get up and 
give us some coffee. After a good deal of talk, and 
a considerable outlay of time and coin, w^ left Frere 
on our two half-starved beasts, which, despite their 
weakened condition, had to carry over fifty pounds 
each* of food, film, blankets, and overcoats, in 
addition to the riders. When we reached the spot 
where we had left Cox and the cart we were so 
exhausted that for two hours we ' lay upon our 
blankets unable to say a word. Suddenly we sensed 
the delicious odour of a chicken stew, which 
effectually aroused us. Cox was the cook, and his 
stew was delicious. After dinner we found ourselves 
able to discuss our plans with a good deal more 
interest. Good food is inspiring, and especially so 
after a long course of hard tack, bully beef, and other 
horrible canned stuffs. To be suddenly introduced 
to a savoury dish of this kind was almost more than 
our nerves could stand. 

The chicken was soon a thing of memory, but 
even then powerfully reminiscent. We knew it 
would be good to talk about when the mouldy bread 
and hard tack and muddy water again fell to our 
portion. We could enter into the feelings of the 
unlucky Southern soldiers who we^ playing audience 
to a thrilling recital of how a huge waggon-load of 
hams had been rationed out to their Northern ene- 
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mies; of how dozens of succulent slices could be 
seen spluttering in the frying-pans, making the air 
thick with appetising odours. Fancy this story in 
the ears of men who had been living for months and 
months on plain com meal and other insipid cereals. 
One poor soldier could stand it no longer, and burst 
out with, '* Pard, oh pard, say them greasy words 
again.'' 

I forgot to mention in its proper sequence an inci- 
dent in connection with the collapse which preceded 
our banquet. I was lying prone, too tired to move 
or breathe, when a hen walked in. and meandered all 
around me and twice up my muddy leg, as if select- 
ing a spot suitable for business. She settled down 
at last near my right shoulder. I offered no inter- 
ference at the time, but when she had retired I 
reached out dispassionately and despatched the 
contents of the egg. I felt like an up-to-date 
edition of Elijah and the ravens. 

By three in the afternoon our belongings were 
packed, and we were ready to move on, so as to 
catch up, if possible, with our party. We took 
turns at the reins, two of us walking. For hours 
we trudged along until at about 7 p.m. we reached 
Springfield, and after crossing over the ** Little 
Tugela " on a large and picturesque iron bridge, we 
stopped a few moments to watch a large camp of 
soldiers throwing up entrenchments close to their 
tents, while others were swarming along the em- 
bankments of the river, in nature's garb, thoroughly 
enjoying the novelty of a good wash. We took a 
snap-shot of the scene just as the sun was setting. 

On we pushed, in spite of the fact that one of the 
horses had almost given out. Some miles further 
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on we found out that the Naval Brigade had moved 
in the night, and were jpiany miles ahead of us. 
TfhsA settled it. They had our tent, &c., so that 
we should have to sleep in the open or find a looted 
house. The latter turned up before long, and we 
soon felt quite at home. The place was beautiful, 
but in a complete state of vereckage ; everything 
torn to pieces. We brought the waggon up dose to 
the porch, and tied up the horses to a tree close by, 
so as to be in sight of looters. Then we gave the 
poor, tired, half-starved beasts a glorious feed of oat 
straw from the bams.' The whole yard was covered 
with the straw stuff. , Probably the soldiers who 
were feeding it to their horses had been suddenly 
called off. 

We sat down to supper in a real dining-room ; 
then, as the night was brilliant, we strolled down to 
the rushing river and made our dessert upon the 
pure atmosphere and the exquisite perfume of 
flowers, finishing off with a splendid wash, which so 
refreshed us that we quickly forgot our aching limbs 
and slept soundly. 

Sunday, January 14:th. — The sun streaming 
through the broken windows kissed us into wake- 
fulness with a gentle reminder that we might expect 
a warm day. We rose accordingly, tumbled into the 
river, and thanked God that we were alive to enjoy 
all these good things. Even our usual bacon, hard 
tack, and coffee had a better flavour, whether because 
of our deeper content or superior appetite. 

Carrying with us as much horse food as possible, 
we trekked away through lovely scenery lately in the 
occupation of the Boers, but now deserted, as they 
gradually yield to the impulse of the British army. 
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Our day's work was a trying one, comprising gullies, 
ruts, huge boulders, steep hills, and the most trying 
of fords. The effects of my recent illness were still 
heavy upon me, but having no leisure to nurse my 
symptoms I kept grimly on. Towards the end of 
the day I found myself gradually improving. Moral : 
Never give in to any ailment, and go in largely for 
pure air and an outdoor life. Some years ago I 
tramped through the Catskill Mountains without 
tent or night shelter of any kind except a blanket, 
and I was much surprised to see how quickly I got 
rid of a stubborn case of ulcerated sore throat. 

The last climb was the worst, the naval guns were 
on the very top of a hill, which we made for without 
more ado. It was hard work to encourage our jaded 
beasts to carry us up to the camp, but we accom- 
plished it at last, winding our way through endless 
nimabers of tents. What a reception we did get ! 
Every tent was opened up, heads popped out, and 
everybody greeted us as if we had come back from 
the dead. 

Here are some of the remarks which greeted us : 
** We were afraid you could not get here.'' ** Have 
a drink." ** Here, lads, gie us a hand to get their 
tent up." ** Where will you roost?" ** My, that 
was plucky." Being by this time rather callous to 
possible dangers, I selected a spot for our tent under 
a shady tree a hundred feet behind the big 4.7 guns, 
consequ^ently in line with the enemy's shells, if they 
decided to play with us. In fact every part of the 
hill was voted unsafe, but I thought that as we were 
close behind the brow of the hill the shots would 
pass over our heads and fall in the valley behind, 
which they did. 
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Captain Jones told me as soon as I arrived that I 
had a great treat in store, for the view from the gun 
position was wonderfully beautiful, and he had re- 
marked to some one, "Well, I should just like to see 
Mr. Dickson's face when he first gets a look at it," 
No one would let me go on the hill until the even- 
ing's clear light, and then we had to crawl on all 
fours over the sky-line for fear the Boera should see 
US and locate our guns. 

Never shall I forget my first impressions of this 
beautiful panorama. I could not tear myself away. 
Hour after hour I sat and gazed unappeased. Far 
down in the valley the silver Tugela wound, linking 
hills and mountains, imtil lost on the right and left 
of our encampment ; range after range of mountains 
passing beyond my vision until lost in the exquisitely 
tinted sunset clouds. The twilight fails and is 
succeeded by a full moon, imparting an indescribable 
sense of peace and beauty. What a contraat to 
what it may be to-morrow in the din of battle and 
crash of guns. Now there is nothing to be heard 
but the distant mellow cooing of the South African 
dove calling to its mate. 

That night we held a veritable levee : our tent 
was filled to overflowing, and we were overwhelmed 
with congratulations upon our safe return. We 
exchanged stories and .drank toasts to onr respective 
wives, sweethearts, and friends, -and altogether 
gathered around us a distinct atmosphere of home. 
It was a pleasant evening, and we went to bed 
hoping that our dreams would be the continuation 
of our evening's events. 

Monday, January 16th. — Shut up in our tent all 
day by the rain. 



THE BIOGRAPH IN BATTLE 123 

« 

January l&th, — Scribbled and sketched up to 
noon, when we were suddenly informed of a move. 
We got our Biograph hastily into position between 
and in front of the two big 4.7 guns located on the 
brow of the hill. The position was too high to 
admit of more than a panoramic view of the whole, 
and our efforts moreover were hampered by the 
descent of a severe rain storm which obliged us to 
cover up the camera. We ourselves sat it out, 
intent upon watching the thousands of troops going 
out to meet the enemy. Our soldiers looked 
wretchedly wet and bedraggled as they wound their 
way over and around the kopjes. We could see 
them slowly approach the river and test the crossing, 
two men going up to their middles and wading 
round to make sure that there were no entangle- 
ments for the feet. Then the troopers followed one 
by one, while others tried to engineer the ferry, 
which they ultimately abandoned to our naval men, 
the handy boys, who are signalled for from the 
valley. Soon a party of thirteen was made up under 
command of Lieutenant Chiazzari, with Chief 
Gunner Instructor Baldwin assisting. They managed 
to quickly repair the ferry and send the troops 
across, toiling all evening and throughout the night 
until dawn. General Buller sent word to Captain 
Jones next morning that his men were worth their 
weight in gold. 

Baldwin's account of the feat is most entertaining. 
I abbreviate it somewhat for convenience sake : 
'* We got orders to repair and handle the ferry just 
as it was getting dark, so we nipped down the hill 
and were soon at work, the Colonel of the Engineers 
passing it over to us. Lieutenant Chiazzari took 
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the ferry while I remained on this side, and soon 
had the thing goinji in good shape. It's a wonder 
what a bit of rope will do along with plenty of 
willing chaps. We were six from the Terrible, and 
seven Natal Volunteers, including Lieutenant 
Ghiaznari. As we were getting along smoothly, I 
sent a ehap over to a looted house od the embank- 
ment to reconnoitre, light a fire and make tea. He 
soon came back and reported 'No wood.' I pumped 
him, and found out that the doors were still there. 
That settled the lire trouble, and when all was over 
we were able to get di'ied and fed. Before dawn we 
had taken nearly all over at the rate of 126 horses 
and three waggons in forty-two minutes, and this we 
repeated for two nights." 

Wednesday, Jamtar-y Xlth. — At 5 a.m. we hear a 
stentorian voice calling to us, "Get up, we shall 
soon be firing now. You'll be able to get hot water 
from the galley, and hurry breakfast," We were 
soon up and out, witnessing another fierce bom- 
bardment of the Boer t'ortifications and entrench- 
ments. The night before our men had gallantly 
rushed the first Boer treuches, from which the enemy 
iied. The air is full of bursting shells, the Boer 
fortifications and upper trenches getting a terrific 
battering. At this rate we shall soon be able to 
occupy them^we hope. 

We sat down close by the Biograph, not fifty feet 
from the big guns, and only ten feet below the brow 
of the hill, expecting every moment to see the flash 
of a Boer gun which might just as probably miss 
the naval guns and strike us. 

The depth and vastness of the scene was so great 
as to somewhat disqualify it for a biographic view. 
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I fear very few will be able to discern the shells 
bursting, or the cavalry and artillery below us in 
the valley of the IJpper Tugela. As for the foot 
soldiers in khaki, it will be quite impossible to see 
them, as they are always invisible from a distance, 
being the colour of the earth. 

The exact position of our guns and those of the 
enemy can be seen by studying the accompanying 
panoramic sketch which was a laborious task. 




Every hill and dale and winding of the Tugela is 
shown, and should one see the Biograph panoramic 
projection of the valley at the time of the battle he 
will get a very good idea of the whole thing, even if 
the distant puffs should be invisible. 

No rest is given our guns, the very earth seems to 
oscillate as we run to the Biograph, causingthe 
strange and awful feeling akin to an earthquake. 
The scene was indescribably thrilling as we stood 
between two fires watching the smoke from the 
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surrounding hills far and near, cannon and bursting 
shellB. 

General Warren's men got the worst of it on our 
left flank while engaging the enemy, but success- 
fully driving them in towards us, while Lord Dun- 
donald on our right doing the same, made a perfect 
trap for the Boers. 

Thursday, Jantiari/lSth, to Wednesday, 2ith. — The 
doings of nearly a week can be summed up in our 
shelling the enemy, and endeavouring to dislodge 
them from their trenches. On the other side of 
Spipn Kop to our left Sir Charles Warren's men are 
steadily fighting with the endeavour to drive the 
enemy towards ns, when it will be our turn to pitch 
in. During this time of waiting we took the oppor- 
tunity to visit the surrounding country, in the hope 
of being able to get our caravan nearer to Warren's 
forces ; but being so hampered with our large camera 
and outfit I abandoned the project, trusting to get 
the battle in front of me. We therefore settled 
down to the repairing of our cart, foraging, and 
laying in what food there is to be found for this 
siege. We thought we were going right through to 
Ladysmith when we left Chieveley, but, alas, we 
discover that we have a formidable enemy, evidently 
greatly under-estimated in strength and stickative- 
ness, and who moreover have the advantage of being 
npon familiar soil with advanced preparations for a 
long and desperate resistance. 

A few days ago we were out foraging, and steered 
over towards the outposts to examine some ore 
beds, which tempted us rather dangerously near the 
enemy, obliging us to take turn and turn about 
watching while we sought samples for analysis. 
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Our lunch that day consisted of hard tack and 
peaches ; the fruit we discovered at a looted farm, a 
pretty home once occupied by British subjects, but 
shockingly devastated and now almost uninhabit- 
able. 

Last night Warren's forces recommenced the left 
lank attack on Spion Kop, and we received a 
message by a flag that they succeeded in getting 
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lalfway up the hill. AJI night long we listened to 
the deadly booming of gun and crackle of rifle, which 
lasn't yet ceased, twenty-four hours later. All night 
and all day they fought with only two slight inter- 
missions for food — poor chaps. General Warren's 
3lan is to drive the Boers into the plains below us 
lere, while endeavouring to take the hills on his 
right as he advances. Meanwhile our guns are 
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shelling right over Spion Kop, into the enemy on 
the other side, some shots being directed to the top, 
from which the enemy is firing both ways on 
Warren's men as they push their way up and on 
Spion Kop. As I now write I am watching men 
slowly climbing up the mountain. General Warren 
signals just now, *' We are only just holding our 
own," upon which our big guns send shell after 
shell over the mountains and along the top, in the 
hope of scattering the enemy who are fighting with 
such dogged persistency. 

Our guns on this hill are watching for Boers who 
may come from our right and cross the plain in 
order to reach their comrades on our left. I just 
happened to see a lot of them make a dash from out 
of some trees and bolt for another shelter, and as I 
was under one of the guns over the hillside, it didn't 
take me long to notify the commander, who whisked 
his field-glass in that direction, saw them, and 
ordered a lyddite shell to be sent in among them, 
with appalling results. So I suppose I must have 
some of that on my conscience, which, strangely 
enough, seemed to elate me rather than depress. 

Thursday, 2iSth. — The battle rages on with un- 
abated fury ; the slaughter on both sides is obliged to 
be terrible. All night long and far into the day 
there has been no cessation. The night before, our 
gunners were untiring in their efforts to help our 
l)oys l)y shelling the Boer position all along the 
Spion Kop ridges. Huge boulcU^rs could be seen 
crasliin*: down into the valk^y below, loosened from 
the top and torn by our lyddites shells, narrowly 
niissin^^^ our men who could he seen clinihing up to 
hem in the J^oers on the ridge. J3y morning three 
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iboosand ofour braves had captured the mountain 
Mid driven the Boers off. This would have been a 
Irhiuiphnnt success had they been able to withstand 
the ilentllv cross-fire of the enemy. There was no 
sfatdter ut ftll. poor chaps. They had stabbed their 
way to a position which they hoped to hold, but 
which they soon had lo abandon or he utterly 
•nnihilntvd. They had neither food nor water, and 
«o were ordered to retire. Some of the men were 
seen cryinj; with impotent rage and vexation in their 
bitter disappointment. 

We were not lonf^ in following with our Cape cart, 
and after several hours' severe work for horse and 
maa succeeded in fjetting a good picture of the 
Ambalancc Corps crossing the Tugela Kivcr over a 
humcdiy spanned pontoon bridge. .In the immediate 
foreground may be seen trenches filled with our men 
to guard against any sudden attack should the 
Woauded be fired on by the enemy. A little below 
i Tugela wends its way through great boulders 
i a rocky bed, over which our sick and wounded 
I driven as they make their way down the 
josite side across the pontoon bridge and up the 
iankment where we now are, the worse cases 
Wng carried by innumerable volunteer stretcher- 
learers, mostly coolies. 

On the other side, as far as the eye can reach the 
Red Cross ambulances are seen waiting their turn 
to make their perilous descent, nearly nil of them 
having been previously emptied of their worst cases 
of wounded for fear of an upset, tlie patients being 
carried over and replaced after arriving at the other 
side, when comparatively on safe ground. The 
picture has an additional value that in the back- 
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ground is part of the battlefield where Warren's 
men fought so gallantly as they advanced towards 
and up Spion Kap to the right. We had no end of 
difficulties in reaching our f{oal. Just as we were 
rounding a comer of the last camp in our valley a 
mesRenger from the Provost Marsha! overtook us to 
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inquire into my papers, and twenty minutes of 
valuable time had to be sacrificed in order to prove 
that General BuUer's permission covered our move- 
ments. 

Another six miles and we found om'selves in a bog 
hole, from which we extricated ourselves creditably 



THE BIOGRAPH IN BATTLE 

without harm to cart or horses. On the uext rise 
were corteges of stretcher-bearere extending over a. 
distance of three or four miles. It was indescribably 
ghastly and heart-rending, and made me faint and 
sick at lieart. I witnessed the passing away of two 
brave souls under fearful agony. Their bearers 
tenderly laid them down by the roadside. 

Some of the wounded were smoking their pipes in 
the endeavour to alleviate their pain, but the distor- 
tion on their faces showed that the relief was shght. 
Half an hour later, just as we were descending the 
last long hill to the distant Tugela below, two otticers 
rode up rapidly and stopping us, did their kindly 
to dissuade us from going any further. All 
were ordered out of the valley, they said, as the 
Boers were momentarily expected to shell and cut 
the British forces off. Our Cape cart being so con- 
spicnoua, we should be a certain mark for the enemy. 
In addition to this, the oiKeers pointed out a stream 
of artillery crossing the road and rapidly getting into 
position to meet the attack in the event of the Boera 
flhowing fight. This was my chance, I thought, 
and thanking the otficers for their consideration, I 
drove on right into the midst of the field. "We 
passed the artillery, who by that time were in posi- 
tiou, their horses in the rear. Seeing no immediate 
signs of an attack, we drove a little further on and 
crossed a deep ravine, which was a herculean task 
for the horses inasmuch as we had to wait until a 
lot of artillery ammunition had passed through. 

The liveliest scene awaited us on the bank of the 
river. lOverybody was cross — no wonder, and so was 
I when told I couldn't take the picture. After I had 
consigned that particular officer to a warm place I 
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^H proceeded with my work, then drove back to the 
^H artillery. I waited until the light grew too weak for 
^H photographing, then regretfully gave it up. As it 
^H was, however, the Boers did not attack the trans- 
^H ports, but continued firing higher up, no shells reach- 
es ing us. We hftd taken our lives in our hands hoping 
to get a biographic record from tlje flank, ii font 
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which would have been comparatively safe had we 
aeen dealing with civilised war tactics ; but it is 
mposaible to truet to these treacheixms Boers, who 
would relish shooting at a nice little side-show like 
jur Cape cart. 

I feel quite confident that General Biiller's order, 
which was read aloud in all our camps, nmst have 
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filtered through somehow to the Boers, as they ap- 
peared to profit by the information to murder many 
of our men under truce of their making. General 
Buller commanded (I lieard the order) that the 
Boers were to be henceforth shot down when they 
showed the white flag, and that the British were not 
to cease firing until the enemy put down their rifles 
and raised their hands. This the Boers did yester- 
day, and as soon as our men had covered half the 
intervening distance in order to secure them as 
prisoners the Boers quickly stooped, seized their 
rifles and poured a most deadly fire into our ranks. 
Over seven hundred Boers are reported guilty of this 
dastardly piece of work. Up to the moment 1 write 
things seem going against us. "We have had to give 
up the hills to the Boers and have lost over fifteen 
hundred men. As usual, there ard many rumours 
accounting for the repulse. 

I hardly ever remember spending such a horrible 
day ; there seemed to be a general feeiing abroad 
that our men were being uselessly sacrificed in 
thousands without bringing ns any nearer to Lady- 
smith. Over three months have we been at it, and 
I cannot see how Ladysmith can hold out much 
longer. Of course the Boer slaughter has been con- 
siderable. Some of om- men noticed 175 thrown 
into a trench for burial in one spot alone. 

The thing which chiefly demoralised our men in 
this second edition of Majuba Hill was the fact that 
half the time they had to fire at nothing, so cleverly 
were the Boers hidden, while the British were being 
mowed down by rifle and cross-fire from the " door- 
knockers," or Maxira-Nordenfeldt repeating guns, 
making it quite impossible for our men to escape. 
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For some unaccountable reason, the British Govern- 
ment refused to take up this most deadly of all field 
weapons, and yet the Boers were allowed the entire 
use of them. If we had these guns with the one- 
pound explosive shells w^hich the Boers use so 
effectively, one man wielding one as easily as a rifle, 
then I think Ladysmith would have been ours long 
ago. Our men shudder at the very sound, the mo- 
ment they hear it ; and no wonder, for the accurate 
shooting accomplished with this murderous weapon 
is something fearful to see — men disembowelled, legs 
and arms carried away, and the ground torn to 
pieces. 

Closely linked are the sublime and the ridiculous. 
The night preceding the above events had been filled 
with aggravating trivialities, all of which had com- 
bined to keep me awake. One of our party — I refrain 
from mentioning names — had kept up a loud and 
persistent snoring, and to this was added the 
maddening scratch, scratch, of a monster beetle 
which had been caught by one of my companions 
and shut up in a tin box preparatory to pickling. 
He got loose, of course, necessitating a long hunt in 
the dark. When found, I removed him and his tin 
to a position out of earshot. Nothing more un- 
settling to the nerves can be imagined than to move 
around at night barefooted, momentarily expecting 
to step on some live and gruesome thing. It was 
'1 a.m. when I disposed of the beetle ; meanwhile a 
gale had arisen, loosening the top tent cover, which 
flapped continuously for hours, until I got wild and 
reduced it to order. Thinking that my troubles were 
now over for the night, and hoping to secure a short 
interval of sleep, I turned over, when the cot suddenly 
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lost foothtild and landed me on the ground. After 
that I tried to sleep head down and feet up, but it 
waa na good. Then our big guns commenced their 
deadly work, and through this, strangely enough, I 
slept until my pet kitten " Biograph " crawled all 
over me, playing tag to its heart's content and every 
now and again making a dash for my face. That 
settled it. 1 gave up sleeping as a bad job, and after 
joining Kitty in her pranks for a while, I got up, 
roused the others, and we fetched the mutograph 
from its elevated position on the hill ; after which we 
packed it into the cart and trekked tor the battJe- 
aeld. 

I forgot to mention in its proper connection that 
"Biograph" has a little history of her own. We 
found her in a deserted Kaffir kraal, abandoned to 
her fate. M'e earned her with us when we went 
to Chieveley, and there she remained a while until 
she was appropriated by one pf the camps. We had 
not long to mourn her loss, however, for she was 
brought back by a sailor who had seen her inour 
tent. Kather than risk losing her again I made her 
a collar, and wrote on it : " Biograph is my name. 
Please take me home." Twice she was lost, and 
twice brought back. Once when we were trekking 
we had to fasten Kitty to the outer wickerwork of 
a lime-juice bottle ; indeed she has had many strange 
receptacles. Wherever we are, the little thing is a 
perfect comfort. Many an officer and soldier has 
stopped at our tent " just for a taste of home," iind 
have found it difficult to tear themselves away from 
the little pet. "Biograph " is a distinct feature in 
our household. 

Friday, Januarij 2Gi7t. We spend an uncomfort- 
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able day, physically and mentally; physically in 
much pain, and mentally disgusted at the un- 
expected turn everything has taken. The Boers are 
in full possession of the hills on our left flank, while 
our men have all returned across the Tugela in a 
bitter state of disappointment. This inaction is 
inevitable, of course, but it is maddening to think 
that the Boers meanwhile are getting comfortably 
entrenched and effecting junctions with their com- 
panions. 

Saturday, 27th, to Monday, 29^7^. — All quiet. 
Still waters run deep ; a calm before a storm. It 
is rumoured that General Buller says we will get 
into Ladysmith by Sunday. He harangued the 
regiments on the subject of how to take advantage 
of the rocky, natural covers, so as not to expose 
themselves unnecessarily to the fire of the enemy, 
and wound up with the encouraging statement above 
mentioned. Pouring rain and all sick, including 
horses. We must grin and bear it. 

Upper Valley of the Tugela, February 2, 1900. — 
The Boers are determined that we shall not get 
through and relieve Ladysmith, and we are having 
a time of it. We commenced with Colenso and had 
to give it up, after putting forth our best efforts 
during more than a month's siege ; then we de- 
camped and tried the other side, with much the 
same results. I fear there will be much loss of 
life before we can reach our goal. History repeats 
itself. The war of 1881 bears a good deal of 
similarity to recent events. I quote from a history 
of the Transvaal : 

'* War broke out on December 13, 1880. The 
English population, which, depending on the pro- 
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mises of the Governinent, had flocked into the 
■country, were beleaguered in different towns, and 
a small force under Colonel Anstruther was almost 
annihilated at Bronkhorst Spruit. It was, however, 
on colonial territory that our moat hmnihating 
defeats were experienced. General Sir George 
CoIIey, then Governor of Natal, and Commander- 
in-chief of the Forces, marched to the reUef of the 
beleaguered town with a small army of 1,000 men. 
His progress was arrested by a Boer commando 
under Joubert. On attempting to force tlie passage 
at Laing's Nek on the iiSth of January, IBBl, Colley 
was driven back to his camp on Mount Prospect 
with heavy loss. On the 7th of February another 
crushing reverse was experienced on the Ingogo 
Heights. After a fortnight's delay, during which 
reinforcements arrived, Colley, with 600 men, 
executed that amazing ascent of Majuba Hill. His 
position was attacked at dawn, on the STth o£ 
February, by a small party of Boers ; and nearly 
half the British force, which ran short of ammuni- 
tion, were killed or wounded in the panic which 



" Colley, whatever bis capabilities as a General 
may have been, met his death like a soldier whilst 
endeavouring to bring his men to the charge. Only 
one uf the Boers was killed ; their loss in the three 
engagements barely exceeding a dozen men. We 
can well understand that their predicant, in his 
thanksgiving sermon, should take for his text : ' The 
sword of the Lord and of Gideon.' 

" This action practically closed the war, and the 
reinforcements which arrived were never used. 
Peace was concluded as soon as possible, and the 
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Government of the South African Eepubhc was 

again formally recognised." 

This General Joubert is an astute and far-sighted 
man, and I doubt not has long since planned the 
details of the present battle, famihar as he is with 
every mountain fastness and natural fortification. 

Instead of a thousand or so of men we have eighty 
thousand, and of these nearly forty thousand are pre- 




paring to fight to-inorrow. Every valley and low hill- 
side invisible to the enemy is occupied by our people. 
Some poor chaps in the valley below have been for 
eighteen days lying in the- open without tent or 
protection of any kind. They were ordered to creep 
over to the first ridge or kopje in the centre of the 
plain and keep in hiding, so that if the Boers 
ivLtenipted to take the situation they could be 
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effectually resisted. And now, little by little, our 
troops are being brought around to the front in 
order to concentrate their forces for an early grand 
coup. 

Our small party took a trip across the Tugela 
valley, and on our return delayed a while to enjoy 
a swim in the river, and to collect from its bed a 
variety of precious stones. We found many opals, 
onyx, and beautiful crystals, which some day may 
lose their rough exterior through the skill of the 
lapidary. How our men do enjoy a good wash ! I 
took some snap-shots, showing a portion of the 
riverside encrusted with Tommies washing their 
clothes, itc. 

Sunday, February Ath.- — The battle was to have 
been fought to-day, but the General has promised 
that it shall take place to-morrow instead. All are 
jubilant. It makes me proud to hear the plucky 
chaps swearing, with flashing eyes, to " raise hell 
with the brutes,"' and to punish them for their lost 
comrades. Not a thought of self and the horrors 
with which they are about to deal, The only thing 
which seems to depress them is the invisibility of 
the enemy, while they are for ever in the open field 
getting murdered with shell and rifle from above. 

This is the eve of the great battle. Could our 
friends at lioine see these long ranges of mountains 
rising precipitously towards the clouds, and realise 
how effectually these same mountains guard the 
approach to Ladysmith, their first thought would 
be that we should never get through. 

By way of diversion we all rode to Springfield, 
five miles distant, to arrange for un artillery 
picture. On our return we got into a bog, and 
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nearly tost a horae, besides being splashed from 



February 5th, 5 ! 



; being fired from the hills to ■ 



—The battle rages. Guns 



■ our men s 



advance. We dress hastily, and get ready to view or 
photograph the conflict from Eagle's Crag. Our 
naval guns are doing their best to silence our 
enemy's long-reaching guns, which are stationed to 





our left near Spion Kop. There is another gun 
high up on Doornkloof, and well out of our reach. 
Our cavalry anci artillery are getting a large number 
of shells which, strangely enough, do but little harm, 
although it is difficult to see how the men escape, 
as they never swerve from their iresition, but stand 
unflinchingly by the gims. The shells explode 
around them in immense numbers, but the men do 
not even turn their heads to see the result, It is 
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impossible to speak too highly of their bravery. The 
plan of attack is specially directed towajda drawing* 
the jneiuy's fire so as to be able to locate the 
position of the Boers and their guos with exactitude. 
It is then proposed to withdraw. This having been 
accomplished before nightfall, our infantry, who had 
advanced to the Boer hnes, returned the enemy's 
fire with interest for several hours, slowly retreating 
the while, but not until they had rescued a gun 
which had been disabled by the enemy's shell. 
This they coolly manned and dragged ofl' the field 
under severe fire, each man laying hold of the long 
ropes and pulling by main force. One wheel was 
blown off during the rescue. While this was going 
on the Boers were amusing themselves by firing on 
a row of Red Cross tents at the foot of Swartkop, 
destroying two, wliich necessitated a quick change 
of position under the shelter of the hill. Our 
cavalry, while waiting in the open for orders, were 
cruelly shelled, aud forced to seek cover for a while. 
To-day's fighting hes principally to the right of the 
valley ; to-morrow our men are to storm the row of 
kopjes. 

Last night wo caught a spy crawhng up on hands 
and knees to our guns, in order, I suppose, to dis- 
cover how many we had and where placed. He was 
soon disposed of. 

No, news from home for four weeks, as we are 
shut off from the telegraph, and everything has to 
go through the censor's hands. Often we do not 
even know what happens around us. The state- 
ments of the war correspondents are very much 
overhauled, and only portions of the truth are 
allowed to go through. 
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February 6th and 1th. — After a night of wakeful- 
ness and discouragement we recommence shelling at 
dawn, while our infantry make a rush for the kopjes 
on our right front. Before night we have gained 
three-quarters of the ridges. Meanwhile the artil- 
lery has advanced far over towards the enemy in 
support of our men, amid showers of shells. This 
we secured biographically from our hill, noting the 
dignified and orderly retreat of the artillery. The 
infantry's fire from both sides is blended into a con- 
tinuous roar, so incessant is the firing. We made 
an attempt to get down with our heavy apparatus 
among the shells, but had to give it up until I could 
hire a team of oxen, which I did next day (7th). 

This morning (7th), at 3.15, we pulled our tent 
down and packed everything up, expecting that the 
guns would be planted on the lower kopjes near the 
river to the right. Just as we were ready to go 
Captain Jones came to us in the dark, saying, "The 
General has countermanded his order, and we stay." 
So we had to do without our tents that day, ex-, 
pecting hourly to trek. Had we proceeded to the 
new position we should most likely all have been 
murdered, as the spot intended for our guns was 
within easy reach of those of the enemy. This we 
noted during the day's fighting. 

Our domestic conditions are rather uncomfortable. 
We are stretched out under the trees without shelter, 
lying on our cots^'and making the best of it on 
empty stomachs. The men of the Naval Brigade 
who are in the same plight were relieved just now 
by kind-hearted Captain Jones, who ordered break- 
fast to be made in the hope that the command to 
trek would not come. We followed the example of 
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the lads and fell to upon bully beef and hard tack, 
washed down with tea. 

Our losses were extremely slight yesterday, and' 
very few ivere injured to-day. Our men have gained' 
possession of almost all the Krantzkloot kopjes, and! 
are holding them splendidly. 

One of my companions is down with some I^nd ■ 
of fever, and cannot move hand or foot, so we i 
shorthanded. If we could onJy get to sleep at night 
I think we should all feel better ; but what with the 
bellowing cattle and talkative Kaffirs, the occasional 
visits from our horses who try to enter the tent, 
and the sudden and violent showers of rain, our cup 
of misery is full. By noon we managed to get off 
and down the hillside with our paraphernalia, but it 
was impossible to go any further down the precipi- 
tous road leading to the lower valley by any ordinary- 
methods pf locomotion. After an hour's hard work ' 
we succeeded in tying up the wheels, and slid down 
the most incredibly rough and steep descent. On 
our return we may be able to hire a team of oxen 
to pull us back. My companions insisted on going 
with me, bo anxious were they to see the battle a 
little nearer, and I gave in, much against my better 
judgment. We arrived without accident at the foot . 
of the mountain, but there my companions caved in. | 
I thought at first it might he siinstroke, owing to * 
the burning heat, and after unhitching the horses I 
made the boys as comfortable as possible under the 
cart, after which I managed to make some tea, 
which partially revived them. Shells were bursting 
all around us, and thinking that in this case cer- 
tainly the better part of valoiu- was prudence, I 
made my preparations to get away under shelter of 
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the base of the hill. Hitching up, I drove on, 
skirting the hills as closely as possible so as to keep 
out of the enemy's sight. I left the sickest man 
resting in a donga in charge of the Cape cart, while 
1 went on with the other to find a spot for the 
camera. 

We gradually pushed our way along the hill and 
riverside, to emerge finally on the plain, crawling on 
hands and knees and taking advantage of every 
large boulder, until we reached the Boers' deadly 
fire. Just in front of us our artillery were receiving 
shell after shell, but not a movement did they make. 

While I was intently watching our men a soldier, 
standing at my side, jumped behind my boulder, 
shouting, *'Look out, here she comes. Just then I 
heard the six-inch Boer guns roar, but having pre- 
viously timed the landing of the shells, I knew I 
had two or three seconds' time to get a snap — which 
I did, then dived behind the rock followed by a 
sound so terrible that it is enough to make one's 
blood curdle — the bursting of a six-inch melinite 
shell at close range. The moment I heard the 
explosion I was up and snapped it. This I repeated 
several times ; then, as the shells were bursting 
within two hundred yards of our rock and things 
were getting altogether too hot to be pleasant, I 
(irawled back — not, however, before I had snapped 
the position I was in, for the sake of the unbeliever. 

Getting back to a safer position, we watched the 

valiant attack of our men as they gradually pushed 

<)n. Had we had a light camera these movements 

could have been secured, and many others of an 

invaluable nature, but the enormous bulk of our 

apparatus which had to be dragged about in a Cape 

11 
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cart with two horsea, prevented onr f;etting to the 
spot. The difficulties were aggravated by the 
absence of roads, while the huge gulUes we had to 
cross and the enormous boulders we had to get over 
made the enterprise almost impracticable. We 
really risked our lives to secure the views, but find- 
ing it impossible to drag our umchine into position. 




we retni'Qed to where we had left our horses and 
sick man. They had vanished. Two ho\irs later, 
just as night was coming on, we found the c 
and invalid at the foot of the hill. The sick i 
was half delirious. I undid the horses, made an 
impromptu saddle of a sack filled with straw, and 
sent him on, leaving Cox helplessly sick inside the 
cart, whilo I rode on aft(!r Seward for fear he Hhuuld 
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fall off. It was then very dark, and we had to trust 
entirely to our horses picking their way among the 
huge boulders. Twice only did my horse fall — not 
a bad record when you take into consideration the 
cacti, rocks, gullies, and bear-holes between which 
they had to tread. I reached camp shortly after 
Seward, only to find him half -conscious and in great 
pain. After getting him to bed, I hunted out a 
brave Kaffir boy and told him to carry Cox his 
blankets and some food, directing the lad to remain 
all night with the cart. That night it had unfortu- 
nately happened that no password had been received 
in our camp, so there was nothing for me to do but 
to write a note of explanation on my business card, 
hoping that if the Kaffir were arrested the officer in 
charge would know me — and so it happened ; the 
Kaffir giving me next day an animated account of 
his being held up and interrogated, then being finally 
allowed to go on and carry out his mission. 

Thursday y February 8th. — I rese at dawn and 
made breakfast, did what I could for Seward, then 
departed on horseback to Cox, leading the other 
horse. After two and a half hours of hard w^ork 
])ushing my way through the retreating forces, I 
reached the foot of the hill where I had left the 
cart and Cox the night before, and found that 
gentleman a mere pulp, unable to stir hand or foot. 
He had been kept awake all night by retreating 
soldiers who stumbled over the cart shaft at inter- 
vals. Before long we were again the recipients of 
a little Boer attention in the shape of shells aimed 
at our troops and convoy. These narrowly missed 
us. A soldier assisted us to dig up some of the 
fragments for the edificaticm of our people at home. 



148 THE BIOGRAPH IN BATT^ 

After some difficulty I succeeded in getting a span 
of twelve oxen to help our horses pull up the hills, 
and had it not been for this most timely assistance, 
which we owed to Mr. J. H, Muir, we should doubt- 
iesB have had to spend another night in the valley 
without the slightest protection, Ab it was we got 
in before dark, and I was exhausted enough by that 
time to be ready for bed. First, however, I had to 
make supper, feed the horses, ike, &c., our Kaffir 
having long since forsaken us. 

February 9tk and 10th. — My patients are delirious 
at intervals, and I shall have to risk taking them 
through to Frere in the Cape cart, a twelve-hour 
trek. - The Naval Erigailc surgeon. Dr. Lilly, fears 
it may he enteric fever, and thinks we should push 
on as quickly as possible ; so I must face the journey 
unassisted. I completed my packing as rapidly as 
possible in order to trek with the Brigade, who are 
returning to Springfield for the first stop. When I 
had finished and hitched up the horses, which were 
unusually restive that morning, I bundled my sick 
men into the cart, Seward lying out in a dead faint, 
while Cox sat beside me with his head tied up and 
looking absolutely ghastly. I drove down the hill- 
side as quickly as possible so as to catch up with 
the waggons and guns, which had got far ahead of 
UB. Our friends of the navy had ver^' kindly con- 
sented to take nine-tenths of our things to the 
first railroad station, so that I could have a little 
more room in the cart for my sick. What an indes- 
cribably horrible night we had, trekking alone and 
ill the dark over the wide and almost pathless; veldt ; 
no stop from (i p,m, to '■) a.m. the nrxt innruiiig. 
My plan was to catch the morning train fruni l^'roii', 
which was a through mail to Din-ban, 
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Just before reaching the first bad drift near 
Springfield , we caught sight of the rear van of the 
Naval Brigade, which I hailed to deposit the sick in 
so that I should not get stuck in the drift. I then 
drove the cart through with voice and whip, just 
managing to get out after sticking twice. After 
plunging through the mud and water interspersed 
with huge boulders, I was confronted by the almost 
perpendicular sides of the gully. Further along I 
came to a group on the road, to find Seward in 
another dead faint and on his last legs, it seemed. 
With some assistance from one of the sailors who 
had remained behind to await my coming, we got 
Seward into the cart and pushed on by starlight. 
Soon after we reached Springfield, where the Naval 
Brigade stopped for the night. After feeding my 
patient with Liebig's Extract mixed with cold 
water, I pushed on as soon as the horses had 
finished their oats, followed by warm wishes and 
sympathetic words. Our thoroughbreds did their 
work \vell up and down hill, through fords, c^^c, &c. 
Twenty times during the journey I was obliged to 
crawl on hands and knees looking for a particular 
faint wheel-track which I knew led in the direction 
of Frere ; besides this I was guided by the Southern 
Cross, the relation of which to my destination I 
had noted. Occasionally we would stop a moment 
for light refreshments ; Liebig, condensed milk and 
water for the invalids, while I feasted on bully beef. 
The beef was overrun with myriads of ants, but 
I had long since got accustomed to such small 
deer. 

1 was soon to be rewarded for all my troubles by 
the sight of a glorious sunrise. As I trudged faintly 
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at the head of the horses I began to see the road a 
little more clearly. Day was approaching, and with 
it renewed strength. Presently the sun rose, 
setting fire to the fleecy clouds surrounding the 
east, and bringing with it a sense of companion- 
ship and comfort in the lonely vastness. I could 
reply now with greater confidence to the incessant 
question, "How far are we now? " that we were 
then almost within sight of the promised land. 

At 8 a.m., just as we were going to cross the last 
ford one of the horses got his hind-foot over the bar, 
and finding it rather restful, deliberately sat down 
on it, gradually finding his way to the ground, where 
he remained quietly making his breakfast from such 
bunches of grass as were within easy reach. When 
I argued with him he only neighed, remarking, I 
suppose, that he was having a good feed and rest 
and had no idea of moving. 

Just then some of Colonel Templar's men came 
up, and between ua we got started again. Colonel 
Munroe, of the Seaforth Highlanders, met me and 
was quick to see what had happened. lu less than 
five minutes he had called up the medical staff, 
stretcher-bearers and orderlies ; but after talking 
it all over we decided to stick to my first plan, 
which was to rush through to Durban and get into 
the sanatorium, where the sick men couM receive the 
best of attention from the medical experts and nuns, 
besides change of air and scene. Throughout this 
whole campaign Colonel Muuroe haw been our good 
genius. I told him jokingly that he always made 
his appearance when we were in a tight place. I 
was speaking of him once to some men, and one of 
them remarked, " There's many an officer could 
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take a hint from him in kindly courtesy ; there's 
no man better liked." 

Stationmaster Hanson and his wife did all they 
could to help us, and we were soon speeding away 
on the train towards Durban. There was no possi- 
bility of getting breakfast anywhere, so I resorted 
to the ants and bully beef, washed down with con- 
densed milk and water, while my companions laid 
out on the seats, tossing and moaning with pain and 
taking occasional doses of Liebig. At Maritzburg 
the mihtary officers tried to pull Seward off his bed 
and carry him on their stretchers to the hospital. 
After several futile attempts, finding us firmly 
opposed to their measures, we were left alone. 

After another twelve hours of travel we reached 
Durban, where we received every attention from 
the stationmaster, Mr. Irons. He telephoned first 
to the distant sanatorium to announce our coming 
and then saw us off in our rickshaws, taking charge 
of my horses and baggage. As soon as my com- 
panions were ensconced in bed, with the Sisters in 
attendance, I felt I had the right to collapse, which 
1 did, sleeping soundly until daylight, a custom I 
had fallen into in camp. However tired I might be, 
1 used invariably to wake at dawn with the booming 
of the guns. 

Sunday, February llth. — What a haven of rest ! 
I am taking my full share of the good things, and 
remained in bed trying to get over my extreme 
exhaustion ; only until after breakfast, however, 
which was deliciously prepared by one of the 
Sisters. The nuns, by the way, are mostly French 
Bretons. I found my companions very ill, and after 
a little consultation with the Lady Superior we 
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phoned for the enteric specialist, Dr. Dumas, who 
reported Seward up to 11)5.(5°, and Cox 103.5°. Not 
a bad start ! I don't know if it will be my turn 
next, but I doubt extremely if I shall be ill, since I 
took every precaution in camp never to touch water 
if I could poBsibiy avoid it, while Beward, poor 
fellow, drank all he could beg, borrow or steal — 
result enteric. 

Before leaving our camp I arranged with some 
friends to wire me when my presence was needed 
for biographing purposes ; ao now I shall rest 
qnietly foe a few days. I have secured the 
services of a strong chap to handle the camera 
whenever 1 make my next advance. A word 
about the sanatorium, and then to bed. We are 
situated high above the city and bay, which lie at 
our feet, bearing a strong resemblance to Naples. 
Our windows command this exquisite view and give 
us the best of air to breathe. The little nuns are 
untiring in their gentle ministrations ; unobtrusive, 
yet always ready with some kindly act or helpful 
word. I heard them singing this morning as I lay 
in bed. Theirs is no life of sloth and inaction. 

February 12th to liith. — As yet I have received no 
despatch from the front, and must wait with as much 
patience as I can muster. As I write this by candle- 
light in my room the air is filled with groans and 
cries. On my right some poor soul is talking away for 
dear life, another at the end of the passage is singing 
something distantly resembling a hymn. JNly patients 
are not improving, and now we fear Cox is in for 
enteric as well. Poor boys ! I shall be forced to 
leave them soon if there are any signs of Ladysnnth 
being relieved. This sanatorium is full of enteric 
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patients ; the nuns have made a speciality of nursing 
those who have caught this insidious and awful 
fever, and the physicians in attendance are experts 
in this line of work. 

Frere Station, February 21, 1900. — And so I 
must leave the ill men .in the best of hands at the 
Durban Sanatorium, carefully watched and tended 
day and night ; arranging that should anything go 
wrong, they will quickly recall* me from the 
front. 

After considerable difficulty I succeed in finding a 
workman who professes to be tired of life, and 
doesn't care a rap where he goes. On these grounds 
I employ him, and we start for Chieveley the same 
evening at 5.40, arriving next morning, after a sleep- 
less night, in rather a disordered frame of mind from 
having been wakened so often for either railway or 
military passes at various stations. On reaching 
Mooi liiver a suspect was turned out of his com- 
fortable bunk to spend the remainder of the night on 
the platform. His pass was not satisfactory, it 
seemed. We had all noted his extreme reticence 
and lack of politeness throughout the trip ; and I 
regret to have to record aji entire absence of sorrow 
at his misfortune. 

February Qflnd, — At dawn we reached Frere, and 
discovered that Mr. David Hunter and his railroad 
engineers were in the next car, going through to 
Colenso in order to plan for the reconstruction of 
the bridge. This decided me to remain on board and 
push through to the terminus of the line, as this 
was the first mail train that had ventured that far. 
I could not consent to miss this little bit of 
excitement. 
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Soon we left Chieveley. and were steaming along, 
not without some caution, towards the Boer-int'ested 
hills of Colenao. We passed a large body of cavalry 
commanded by Lord Dimdonald ; they were just 
visible in the grey dawn. This added spice to the 
run. Slowly we approached the station, where we 
were met by the kind-hearted but doleful station- 
master, Milne, who invited us to breakfast. This 
we had to cut short owing to the overpowering 
stench caused by the remains of a horse which the 
Boera had driven into the waiting-room and shot, 
for our special benefit it would seem. Although 
Mr. Milne's house, or what remained of it, was two 
hundred yards off from this pest, we could not 
endure it, and so we made a rush to the river, not, 
however, before our kind host, who had evidently 
become somewhat accustomed to the awful combi- 
nation of carbolic and dead horse, had shown us 
around his premises to see the way in which the 
Boers had ruthlessly destroyed everything ; adding 
insult to injury by the innumerable scrawls on the 
walls in Dutch and broken English which were in 
no way complimentary. 

On crossing a deserted camp we found our men 
had been reading the account of my doings with the 
Biograph during this campaign, and had left scattered 
about a hundred or more copies of the Natal Witness 
open at the article referring to this. Curious that I 
should have arrived on this field precisely on the 
day of the publication of this number of Lhc paper. 

While wandering about over the Culcnso battle- 
field, we came across large numbers of broken shell, 
shrapnel, and other relics of a terrific tussle. On 
returning to the station we were in time to experience 
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once more the disagreeable sound of shells flying 
over our heads. 

The Boers had fired their range-finding shells, and 
momentarily we expected to be bombarded. They, 
however, devoted their time to shelling our troops 
to the right as they advanced between kopjes. I can 
imagine nothing more demoralising than the burst- 
ing of these shells; it is the most painful sight to the 
looker-on. I needed no glasses to see every move- 
ment made, and was glad the order for retiring was 
given for the time. A gap or two had been made by 
the shells, and when the men had retired our Red 
Cross department was already at work in small 
bunches. After a short delay, which I think was 
done to throw the Boers off the scent, a rush was 
made. The guns roared as our men disappeared 
around a kopje, and so I lost sight of them. 

Keturning to the station, I found it packed with 
dying and wounded, lying on stretchers ready to be 
put on the train, while lied Cross waggons were 
full, waiting their turn to do the same. 

1 had enough, I thought, for that day, and I hung 
on to a freight train and returned to Chieveley, being 
just in time to witness the handcuffing of a brutal 
type of negro who had killed three of our men. He 
had been caught red-handed, after which he then 
murdered his two keepers. It is quite an unusual 
thing for the Kaffirs to be anything but friendly. 
At this time several low-type Boers were brought in, 
all of whom, of course, had to submit to being 
photographed as they were made to pose at the 
windows of the train. 

My venerable and kindly companion of the morn- 
ing was the Kev. Father Fullis, who had been sent 
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for to bury some dead of his faith. I was deeply 
interested in the stories he told me of his experiences. 

The firing had again commenced, and, like an old 
war-horse, I cannot keep away from the powder. 
Seeing the armoured train ready for a dash, I climbed 
in with the engineer and stoker, and off we went 
carrying 400 Imperial Light Infantry men. An 
early Biograph picture shows the kind of open cars 
they use, slitted at regular intervals through which 
to fire. The engine itself has since been covered 
with matting of huge ropes. The Biograph shows 
how they did it. I had to return almost immediately 
as I had no horse and was dependent on the trains, 
one of which was just going back to take General 
Wolf Murray and some railroad engineers, and also 
Father Fullis. We were all in an open car, and had a 
good opportimity of seeiug the country and what was 
going on. It was a wonder we were not shelled, as 
the enemy had previously found the range. After 
wishing the General good-night I got off at Frere, 
and as long as it was light continued making every 
preparation to drive on next day early. 

That night we were regaled by a soldiers' concert 
of the very best ; bright spontaneous hiimour pre- 
vailed ; clever impromptu songs and dances ; a 
gramophone was handled very well by an officer ; 
the accompaniments were played by the landlord's 
daughter. The piano had been hauled out on the 
porch, and the little intervening space between the 
little inn and the store covered over. All was bright 
and happy, and the war was forgotten for a time. 

February 23rd. — Before leaving Frere I made the 
round of the field hospitals, and was delighted to see 
how well the sick were cared for; British and Boer 



X 



THE BIOGRAPH IlSl BATTLE 157 

getting the same attention. . In one tent three Boers 
lay side by side chatting; two were getting well, while 
the third looked ghastly, having been shot through 
the liver. I talked for some time with them in 
German, endeavouring to draw them out in their 
opinion regarding the war. They expressed them- 
selves as being most anxious to be done with it all 
and return to their homes. As we were passing 
into another tent we heard a poor chap call out to 
the doctor who was accompanying me, '' I'm done," 
and on being questioned, said that '' Jimmy over 
there being off his head got out of bed, and knowing 
it would kill him I crawls out and gets him back 
again, when I feels a great pain — oh, I'm done ! '* 
This is a touching instance of the noble unselfish- 
ness of our men. The chap had perhaps given his 
life to save his friend ; both had enteric, and every 
precaution. had been taken to keep them quiet. 

Before leaving this neighbourhood I visited the 
G-in. naval gun, a veritable monster, whose projectiles 
carried ten miles with deadly effect, and whose roar 
shook the very ground for miles. Fortunately I did 
not liave to follow in the wake of this larger gun ; I 
found the 4.7 guns quite large enough. 

February 26th. — I am lost in admiration over the 
stoical manner in which our men suffer and joke 
over it all. To-day I photographed the men as they 
were being carried from the Red Cross waggons to 
the trains at Colenso. Before they were lifted out I 
wont from waggon to waggon telling them about the 
J^iograph, and how their friends at home would see 
them, and that they must put the best foot forward. 
Although suffering severely they were cheery, and 
amused themselves chaffing with each other. The 
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stretcher-bearers fell in with my idea and gave me 
every assistance, and soon a lot of them on 
stretchers, carried on each other's hacks, &c., were 
ready to march past the machine, one fellow remark- 
inp as he tried to rise, " Hello, old chap, are you 
winding us np for another go at old KroogerV " 

Shortly after we had finished, the enemy com- 
menced shelling us again, knowing that we were 
trying to get the ambulance trains loaded. It was 
very hard and trying work indeed for ali ; the 
wounded and dying, mute in their agony, only 
looked at us as though saying, " For God's sake get 
me out of the hot sun and away." One poor man I 
had been watching for some time paled and died 
without a word. A shell narrowly missed the train 
shed, aud buried itself two hundred yards beyond. 
Many are now leaving, as the place is within i-ange 
of shot, and we may get it hot at any moment. 
(The same evening the shelling began.) 

But we are hungry, thirst)', and greatly fatigued, 
and in spite of the shells we accept Messrs. Playfair, 
Ewing, and Smith's kind offer to make ub a cup of 
tea, their tent being close at hand. These gentle- 
men, let me add, devote their whole time and energy 
to a life of use among the Tommies, providing them 
with personal comforts of every kind, and often, 
from what I hear, they have encouraged many a 
poor fellow who had to let go his hold of Mother 
Earth. Mr. Ewing, who accompanied us in our 
Cape cart back to camp, shared our excitement of 
being most unmercifully shelled while in our com- 
pany. AVe had no sooner rounded a kopje and were 
crossing an open plain, stopping for a moment to 
collect some curios, when we were rather rudely 
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^H awakened to the fact that we had been sighted. I 
^H was exceedingly anxious to get a shell, but con- 
^^1 sideration for the welfare of all made ine give up 
^H the quest. Juat then, with an ever-increasing sound 
H which makes the cold chills nm down my back at 
^H the mere recollection of it, a huge 100-pound Creusot 
^H shell narroifthj missed the top of my Cape cart and 
^K buried itself twenty yards beyond. The enemy had 
^H^ evidently found the range, and the .next, doabtless. 
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would finish things up for us before we could reach 
jadysmith ; ao deeming flight the better part o: 
valour, I whipped up and tore pell-mell in a zigzag 
jicross the open, not, however, before I had coilectet 
some of the hai'neas and shells found around Colone 
jong's artillery horses. 1 had been tpld at one time 
lever to nm straight when under fire." By-tacking 
about they are prevented from firing with an; 
iccuracy. We had a few iiiomentfi of suspenat 
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while trying to get over a muddy crossing or 

gully- 

I have often wondered at the manner in which 
our horses stand under 6re, never flinching even, 
and sometimes wandering within a few feet of the 
guna while grazing, with a careless indifference to 
their surroundings. The battle rages all around us ; 
the Boers fleeing from sliell and bayonet before the 
smoke of a shell from our guns has blown away. 
Our Tommies can be seen making a rush among 
them and driving them out of their trenches, while 
giving them cold steel to their heart's content, 
howling and cheering them as they prod them, 
saying " Take that for Jimniy, and that for my 
mate, you swine I " Grobler's Kloof, &c., all had 
a bloody history, as well may be seen from the 
number of dead and wounded which were carried 
through the hospittils, an ever sad and painful 
sight. 

February 27th. — ^The road ia clearing rapidly, and 
soon now we shall be able to get through to Lady- 
smith. Our naval men, as usual, have been erowning; 
themselves with glory. General Buller, at a critical 
moment, wanted the big guns moved silently within 
a few hours, in the dead of night, .to an adjoining 
hill, so as to open fire on the enemy at dawn as a 
little surprise, and so effectually complete the ront. 
It was done, and, as an eye-witness, 1 must say 
it was a marvellous feat. The hill was reported 
inaccessible, but Captain Jones and Commander 
Limpus, who have never stopped for anything, gave 
the order, and it was executed. \Vlien asked bv a 
staff officer if it could be done, he was quietly- 
answered in the affirmative, so sure was the Com- 
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mander of his men under the direct superintendence 
of Chief Baldwin. Thus at dawn, after the herculean 
task, the guns were doing their deadly work, and the 
day was ours. Afterwards we were pushing on, 
sleeping in our cart, without tent or other shelter, 
under a pouring rain. 

The cool bravery of our British soldiers cannot 
better be exemplified than by an incident in Com- 
mander Limpus's career here. Tw^o or three days 
ago he was sitting close to one of the 4.7 guns which 
was under heavy fire. A shell landed between the 
gun and where he was sitting watching the result of 
his last shot. He never took his eyes off his glasses, 
and as soon as the dust had partially cleared he 
called out, still without moving, *' Number one gun's 
crew, is there any one hurt ? " and the cry came back 
as dispassionately, " No one hurt, sir." ''Train a 
little to the right." 

March 1st. — At dawn we find ourselves close to 
th(i Tugela again, very wet, but very happy at the 
glorious news that the road is clear through to 
Ijjulysmith. Now here's a chance for our splendid 
stallions to make a record. We must push through 
and get in on this the first day — and w^e did, but we 
n(uirly killed the horses and ourselves. My new 
assistant is a sailor (sufficient recommendation for 
me, I thought), but alas ! as the days wore on I dis- 
c()V(3red that he had a horror of horses, and whenever 
mine plunged and reared, pawing the ground, or 
fighting with each other, he fled for his life, assisting 
me at such times by doing all or a large percentage 
of the swearing, meanwhile running round and 
round tlie brutes at a safe distance, while I, being 
so convulsed with laughter at his antics, was hardly 
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able to keep the animals in cheek. For two days I 
had to nurse this poor fellow and do everything 
myself, while he lay on his back in ^reat agony from 
one of his periodica! attacks of sciatica, during which 
time he kept the atmosphere all around him blue, I 
may some day discover great things in him ; at pre- 
sent he only keeps me in a gale of laughter from 
morning till night. He has brought a lot of writinp^- 
paper, envelopes, pens and ink, hoping to sell at a 
email profit, I must of course give in and let him 
go across to his old crew on a time limit of 
twenty minutes to sell his stuff, half of which he 
took with him. Little did I think that I should turn 
salesman on his behalf during his absence. An 
officer passed me at the time and, taking in the 
situation, he roared with laughter. 

The well-built pontoon bridge lay before us as I 
waited my turn to cross. I was allowed to wedge 
my cart in between some artillery- and transport 
waggons, and so got over without mishap, being 
greeted on every side by the officers wanting to know 
if I was going to get through to-day. I could only say 
I hoped to do so, not knowing what other difficulties 
lay in my way. It is well I didn't know, for I think 
I might have been tempted to take two days instead 
of driving through that day. We pushed on up hill 
and down dale, getting ahead at eveiy possible 
chance when the road was wide enough to drive in 
front of the thousands of waggons, &c. Finally 
we caught up with our naval friends encamped upon 
a large open plain, together with the rest of the 
troops. Here was the hmit. A mile beyond the 
river was seen in another of its wiiidiu^'s, and Lady- 
smith lay ten miles or nnnv. from tlu' point around 
the crossing. 
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I was told no civilian would be allowed to enter 
Ladysnaith on this day, and that an armed cordon 
had been placed around the town. In spite of the 
cordial invitation to rest and join in a very tempting 
feast, we pushed on, intending to eat on the way. 
Soon, however, we were stopped and subjected to 
inquiries. Fortunately, I was able to plead my 
cause in person to the Provost-Marshal, who just then 
rode up. He had been strictly enjoined by General 
Buller and General Warren to prevent any un- 
authorised ingress. I succeeded in persuading him 
to hunt up General Buller, but as he was not to be 
found the Provost galloped all over the grounds 
in search of General Warren. Thanking Major 
Chichester for his trouble we drove on, and were 
soon trying to ford a discouragingly deep and rapid 
river. Many essayed the crossing unsuccessfully, 
and all gave it up as being too risky. To go 
around would throw us back several hours, but there 
was no help for it, so we turned our backs discon- 
solately on Ladysmith and drove along the river for 
about two and a half miles, where we found a bridge 
and effected a crossing by the help of some Kaffirs, 
who pushed us up the opposite embankment. There 
we recommenced our difficult task, tumbling over 
huge boulders up and along the side of Umblewana. 
The worst part lay between the bridge and the deep 
crossing. The horses, though much worn, struggled 
on bravely. They tackled every rise successfully 
until the last, and when halfway through that they 
gave way, discouraged largely through the pouring 
rain. The cart backed downhill in a most alarming 
manner ; huge rocks and boulders on one side, and 
nothing on the other to prevent the whole affair 
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from foiling over the precipice into the river or 
valley below. I just managed in time to throw the 
horses around so that one of the wheels caught in 
the rocks, where it struggled for a moment to recover 
its balance. With great caution I succeeded in turn- 
ing round, my sure-footed beasts acrambiing sideways 
through young Gibraltars. There was not a soul on 
the road to help push, so we decided to give it up 
find try some other path of a less slippery descrip- 
tion. I gave the head of one of the horses to the 
care of my sciatica-afflicted companion, while I led 
the other, and with the aid of a decrepit old Kaffir, 
who had just then come up, we made another effort 
to reach the top, which meant Ladysmith for us that 
night. With whip on my side and curses on my 
companion's, we got to the top after a mad race, 
only just succeeding m reaching the flat of a Kaffir 
kraal. The starved beasts proceeded to demolish 
one of the huts as a solace to their ravenous 
appetites, while we lay in the wet grass panting 
with exhaustion. After paying a trifle for the in- 
jured hut we proceeded on our journey. Soon after- 
wards we found ourselves on the opposite shore from 
the ford which we had failed to make, and a little 
further on we are on what was once Boer land, and 
had we been provided with waggons we eouM have 
taken much food, such as it was, to the people 
of Ladysmith, besides tents and other camping 
things. 

On reaching the lower end of Uniblewana, we 
paused a moment on a slight eminence to view the 
little town, which we could see far awa\' across the 
open plain close to the opposite hills. To our left, 
just discernible in the waning light, we could see a 
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arge camp. It was then we realieed what a terrihle 
time they must have had to be bombarded day and 
night, an open target for Long Tom, which had 
seen for so many months settled on Umblewana 
leights. In a pouring rain we reached the plain, 
and sought the long disused road among the high 
gi-ass. It h -.1 (.uiiuiis fL^L-t tluit tiiis ro;ul was so 
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entirely obscured by the tall grass that it was clifli- 
ciilt to find. No one had uaed it or could use it foi 
inontliH. As we approached the town we were 
besieged by hungry men. and soon everything we 
had went ; we just keeping enough for supper and 
breakfast, trusting to the provision waggons getting 
in next day. It was then pitch dark, and not 
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knowing into what awful pitfalls I might plunge, I 
persuaded a scout to ride in front and in the beat 
part and give us fair warning should anything be in 
the way. Soon we came to a halt, and had to drive 
around huge stone walla barricading the road. We 
found many of these at varying dietancea, which 
proved most interesting when seen later by day- 
Ught. 

In another hour, after driving from door to door 
for a bed, we were forced to settle down at the rail- 
way hotel among indescribably bad smells of putrid 
flesh ; in fact the whole town and surrounding 
country has but this one stench. It was too wet to 
camp out, which we would have to do in our cart 
owing to the loss of our tent. Seven days we' 
endured this wretched place, expecting at any hour 
to be prostrated with enteric fever. Fortunately 
this was not to be. The way in which we entered 
the town was unique if not agreeable. Following 
our guide, the road seemed good; whip{>iug up our 
horses we proceeded a little faster, soon, however, to 
find ourselves propelled through the air and standing 
on our heads in the road. My companion went first 
with a shout and a curse, while I followed. The 
horses were high up on the sidewalk, quietly waiting 
our pleasure. The cart remained upright, intact, 
and we were not hurt, and so we sat in the dust for 
a while to collect our wits, notebooks, and other 
things. Meanwhile my new assistant was raving at 
tbing.s in general, especially at our guide iind his own 
sciatica, interwoven with peals of laughter. We 
were in good himiour to think wo had got into 
Ladysniith at last in spite of all our troubles, and 
on the first day, following close up behind (ieneral 
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Buller, one of the two fir^t civilians allowed t 
the lines. 

March 2nd. — General Buller made an unofficial 
entrance into the town from the opposite side, the 
people all having congregated at the Iron Bridge 
entrance. To-morrow we are promised a fete, and 
with what strength is left among the people they 




cndoavour to make some preparation. Meanwhile 
w<! go on a snap-shotting expedition; first to the 
Gonlon Highlanders, from whom I received a warm 
welcome, having known many of them at Aldershot. 
It is wonderful how they lived during all these 
terrible months under constant fire. Under the 
giiidiiiicii of Colonel Scott, connuanding the 
(.ionloiis, who spent much time in showing me 
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how they lived in huge excavations, down which 
they went as soon as the warning-bugle would 
sound — one man being always on duty with his 
telescope, watching the enemy's movements to give 
warning when be saw Long Tom trained on the • 
camp. We then visited the spot where Colonel 
Conycgham lost his life, only a few steps from the 
camp. The Gordon boys, who loved their leader 
well, had erected a stone pyramid in his honour, on 
which is inscribed : 

" On this spot Colonel W. H, Conyngham, V.C., 
commanding the Gordon Highlanders, was mortfilly 
wounded on January 6, 1900," 

Just beyond the camp the deep river-bed gave our 
men considerable shelter and the free use of the 
water to bathe in, and in spite of the hardships all 
looked well and hearty — which comes of having a 
grand foundation to build upon, a clean life through 
and through. 

The transport waggons have not reached iis yet, 
and there is no food for horse or man. Home sweet 
biscuits and a drink from my water-bottle I had to 
call my breakfast, and then go in search of horse- 
food, having to employ Kaffirs to cut grass and 
bring it in in sacks. From early morning the roads 
are crowded with transport waggons, and everybody 
reads " food," and already thinks how good it will 
taste, poor souls. One and a quarter biscuits is a 
day's rations, and hardly any wood to cook anything 
with. 

March 8/-(Z. ^Becomes ii busy iJuy for all. By 
10 a.m. we have secured a Biognipli and other 
pictures of the beleaguered Gordon llit^hianders en 
route from the camp to welcome tin; futrimuc of the 
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illuminated, on which the welcome address was 
inscribed. General BuHer and General White, each 
the recipient, one from the other. Then fallowed 
up as quickly as possible tho big naval 4.7 gu^s, 
which were unfortunately somewhat late in making 
entrance owing to the oxen giving out. And so the 
day closed with great joy and peace in the hearts < of 
these poor, half-dead, released prisoners. 

On my return to our odoriferous abode I dis- 
covered that my experiment to save the life of a 
wretched horse had failed (as I fear), for the brute 
is on its side and so weak it can hardly lift its head. 
Pity it should die just when there seems to be a 
promise of plenty. A snap-shot of its mate I 
secured while out to-day, a fair sample of how the 
poor beasts looked, all skin and bone. 

The town has escaped miraculously, I think, con- 
Bidering the thousands of shells that have been 
thrown into it. Over three hundred shots were 
made before they succeeded in striking the town 
hall. 

March 4ih.—A.s nothing is to happen for a day or 
so, I decided to risk the intense beat and try to reach 
Uniblewana'a lofty heights in company with one of 
the officers of the Terrible. At ten we depart with 
a few biscuits and one water-bottle. We press our 
horses well forward over the grassy plain until we 
reach the once Boer country homes, or holes in the 
ground, and scrambling up over and through endless 
ditches, dongas, &c., we commence our ascent over 
huge boulders, the road becoming more and more 
precipitous. AVhat a time these fellows must have 
had getting to the top. They must have gone that 
way, as I followed their npoor. 
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Finally it became too steep to ride, for fear of 
tipping backwards. After several rests we reached 
tableland and an appalling stench ; the very horses 
snorting for fresh air. Quickly we pushed through 
the Boer camps, holding our noses in sheer self- 
defence, disturbing, as we went, huge carrion birds 
from their revolting feast. 

We visited the spot where onee Long Tom 




r(']n]sed trying to destroy our people, and from 
which ho had to make a sudden exit, and also the 
abandoned searchlight electric station. It seemed 
a pity to see a new k^iemens and Halske dynamo 
left to weather it, as well as a good English boiler 
and other appurtenances. The searchlight lamp 
itsulf was gone. We lunched later on, when far 
away from the Boer camp though, in the exact spot 
where the telegraph office or tent had been. Could 
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the little battery that I then held in my hand only 
speak and divulge all the nieasages it had helped 
to transmit, it would, I felt, be deeply interesting. 
The wires are still up, and reach from this spot far 
out and over the hills towards Boeriatid, This can 
only remain for a very short while Boerland, as 
General Wan-en and othersj are now chaaing them 
on and up over the border. A snap 1 made from 
this height shows the town and valley far down 
below us, surrounded by the everlasting hills. 

If I could only disaHSoeiate Ladysmith and its 
Burroundinga froin dead things, I think I could enjoy 
it all the more. Our return trip took very much 
longer, as we wished to see how the Boers hved in 
those holes in the ground, curiously enough ex- 
pecting, as they did, to remain there and frighten us . 
away. There were tables, chairs, benches, beds, and I 
even pictures hanging on the earth walls, and bits of 
looking-giass stuck into them. It is known that 
their wives and children were often found vrith 
them, and many of them shot. One poor woman 
said as she was dying, "My husband told me I 
must come, and 1 came, and now I am dying. 
There eure many of us poor women dragged to the 
front thus," She wore a bandolier and carried a 
carbine, and was shot through both breasts. 

Our jaded beasts brought ns back to town before 
dark, very thankful to get to bed and oblivion ; this 
was denied me, however. My new assistant, who 
had remained behind, had become very much worse, 
and in the night shouted in a stentonan voice all 
kinds of incomprehensible things, waking the neigh- 
bours and giving me food foi- ii good laugh. He 
said it was a nightmare. I have buen writing all 
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night to try and catch up, as the mail leaves in a 
few hours, and it is now nearly light, morning, so I 
must stop and continue Lady smith doings for next 
mail. 

(Ladysmith continued.) 

Durban^ Aprils 1900. — Written in hed. I was 
forced regretfully to suspend the record of my ex- 
periences at Ladysmith, owing to a sudden attack 
of enteric fever, which obliged me temporarily to 
retire from public life. The pestilential town 
where I was forced to remain seven days was kind 
enough to present me not with its freedom, but 
with some of the already too fashionable enteric 
microbe. The disease postponed its development 
until I had returned to Durban and had packed 
ready to return to Capetown, at which place I ex- 
pcicted to pick up my new camera ; General Miles, 
Cliief of Staff, having already provided me with 
sc^veral valuable letters. 

The enteric specialist in attendance at this hos- 
})ital says that I have the mildest case he has ever 
known. I had the ** deadly spots" and the fever. 
Both have now disappeared, and while my guardian 
angels are watching for a relapse, I am enjoying 
myself with a chat on paper as I want to. complete 
the record of my doings at Ladysmith. 

^Vhe two Durban photographers who had been 
through the campaign refused to even enter the 
city, preferring not to risk their lives, so they 
n^turned empty-handed. I remained a week, and, 
as usual, escaped miraculously. Let me give a 
lew spc^cific dates and recollections. 

Lacli/smifh, March bth-^th, — Terrifically hot. 
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The town is rendered almost unendurable with the 
stenches. The cnolie stretcher-bearers are to be 
seen everywhere. It is always easy to tell the dead 
from the sick even at a lUstance. In the case of a. 
death the stretchers are closed up tight, whereas if 
it is mereiy a case of illness they are left partially 
open. I was much struck with the cat-iike glide 
of the four coolies ae they slid rapidly along on their 
bare feet. 

' While gazing at these dismal corteges, I became 
aware of a sotmd so joyous and trimuphant that 
instinctively I put spurs to my horse and soon 
galloped into sight of the Gordon Highlanders, who 
were playing " The Cock of the North " for all they 
were worth, as they accompanied the Powerful men. 
their compa^□ionB of the siege, to the train. There 
was wild enthusiasm— and no wonder, for their work 
was done and well done, and ail were happy. 

We soon reached thestation, where the procession 
was met by our Naval Brigade relief column (that 
to which I had been attached). After much hand- 
shaking, the Gordon pipers formed in a ring and 
played some wild, inspiring airs while the men entered 
the train. We hngered to catch the last glimpse of 
them as they hung from the windows waving their 
straw hats and shouting their aniieux to the crowd 
which had availed itself of every available spot on the 
platform. The part played by this Naval Brigade 
with their 4.7 guns can hardly be over-estimated. 
During all these long months they had been success- 
ful in keeping the enemy at a rL'spectl'ul distance, 
and often covered General White's surtics with their 
fire. In spite of tlie fi^arful !]ardshii>s they had 
undergojie, they looked. I tliniii,'lii. ]■( uiaikably well 
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as they strode along in their nautical blues, having 
discarded their khakis that day. ■ 

To-day we taste bread again. ^ What a treat ! 
We had jam too. Commander Limpus honoured 
us with his good company, and when we wound up 
with a little whisky and rainwater, we felt there 
was nothing to complain of. After saying goodbye, 
I wandered through the town to see if I had missed 
anything. It was still inert ; dead as a door-nail ; 
almost every shop closed, and nothing going on 
except the endless bullock transports coming in 
with food and fire-w^ood, besides a large number of 
waggons containing champagne and whisky. Kows 
of people were standing waiting for their rations to 
be doled out at the back of the city ball. Many 
were wTetchedly emaciated, others surprisingly well 
preserved. Everywhere I saw palpable evidences of 
the enemy's work, notably, huge holes through 
house-tops and walls. Whenever I stopped my 
horse for a moment to examine these effects of the 
l)oml)ardm(nit, I w\as surrounded by the town-folk, 
anxious to tell me of their hairbreadth escapes as 
tlic^ shells passed through the rooms, narrowly 
missing the occupants. In one instance a huge 
piece of shell .just missed the town clerk's head by 
an inch or two, as he rose from his desk, burying 
itself in the wall beyond. I was shown the spot. 
I collc^cted several mementos of this and other such 
experiences and sent them to London. 

The town-hall was the enemy's pet target, at 
which, it is stated, they fired between three and four 
hundred shots before doing any material damage. 
K\tn\ then they only carried away half the turret, as 
will be seen from the snap-shot. 
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As I required certain items of iuformation, I paid 
a visit to the staff officers' quarters, which were 
located in a convent on a hill ; after which I made 
tracks for my own diggings, which were loathsome, 
though no worse, I believe, than those situated in 
other parts of the town. 

That night was a record night, made hideous by 
the most unearthly caterwauling caused by a dis- 
pute over a choice bit of dead cow. To this concert 
my companion contributed liberally. When not 
shouting or growUng in his sleep, he promenaded 
up and down the verandah, cursing everything and 
everybody, including the day he was born. I soon 
discovered he had lighted his pipe (this at 2 a.m.) 
and was smoking furiously, quite oblivious to the 
fact that I was receiving the full benefit of the 
filthy Boer weed. My olfactories had a picnic that 
night — a choice of delightful odours, dead horse and 
bullock, carboiic. Boer tobacco, &c. 

March Stk. — General White left the town to-day, 
and again the Gordon Highlanders were there to see 
him off. He looked very pale and feeble as he made 
his farewell speech to his soldiers, who met him 
with the greatest enthusiasm. Several shouted 
"Goodbye, and God bless you," as he disappeared 
into the station. 

It was a very affecting sight to watch the tender 
solicitude of his officers, one and all, as they 
crowded around him, wishing him a speedy recovery. 
As the train moved out slowly from the over- 
crowded station, cheer after cheer rent the air. 

An hour later we were off, too. in our Cape cart, 
only too delighted to shake the dust and microbes 
fi-oiii off oLu- clothes. 
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By this time the Colenso bridge had been repaired, 
so that we were able to take the main road back, 
which was a great comfort. It was a very long 
trek, without much excitement, except that afforded 
by the stallions, who had a refreshing shindy in 
harness, biting and tearing at each other, and 
finally smashing in the footboard, while I occupied 
myself in thrashing them apart. I am quite sure I 
have run just as much risk wdth these splendid 
devils as I have from the enemy's shell ; neverthe- 
less I forgive them, in view of their unexcelled speed 
and power of endurance. On one occasion I 
remember turning a kopje, or corner of a hillside, 
and finding that I was in the direct line of fire, it 
took me just five seconds to veer the horses round 
and tear back. I was not biographically engaged 
that day, and saw no reason for exposing myself. 
What a race that was ! It reminded me exactly of 
my liussian troika experiences, when my wife and I 
with two friends had bribed our driver to catch the 
then incoming train at the station for St. Petersburg 
on our return from Peterhoff, where we had been 
visiting Kubinstein. 

I had never thought to pass over the dread Boer 
entrenchments overlooking Colenso, but towards 
(wening, as we reached the last hill-top and com- 
menced our descent towards Colenso river, we had 
a splendid view .of them. It was a sight to see the 
thousands of stone barricades and fortifications all 
along the roads and hillsides and far out into the 
plain, to the very water's edge. It was from these 
places that they fired upon our people and killed so 
many at the battle of Colenso. 

Winding our way gradually down the mountain- 
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side we soon reached the bridge, which had been 
temporarily repaired tci allow the traffic to take its 
course. One of our chief gunners, Bates by name, 
of the 4.7 Naval Brigade, threw down the middle of 
the bridge after the third shot, to prevent the Boers 
from bringing over their guns. This is considered 
a raaivelloua shot, being at a range of over five 
miJes. That night it rained in torrents. I found 
myself obliged to leave my man with horses and 
Cape cart to await a favourable day and hour for 
securing railroad transport, a difficult task as our 
troops were swarming every hour into the station 
on their way to join Lord Roberts. They were 
all, later on, recalled before they could sail, how- 
ever. 

These notes cover my experience from Southamp- 
ton, October 14, 1899, to the end of the first week 
in March, 1900. They are of necessity abrupt and 
incomplete jottings, as the conditions wore not 
favourable to continuity of thought. 

Durban, April 1th. — While lying here in the 
sanatorium, enjoying the ministrations of the white 
doves of peace, after the dogs of war, I amuse 
myself in writing my belated diary, and awaiting 
the portable camera which is to serve me in the 
coming campaign with Lord Koberts. It may be 
that before joining Lord Eoberta I will get one or 
two views at the point which General Buller has 
now reached, and then back here to Durban to 
catch the first boat for Capetown, tlienco rail up to 
Lord Huberts' poKitinn. 
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our baggage, hoping to be able to reach Pretoria by 
joining General Koberts' column ; many of our 
friends coming to the pier to see us off, with sacks 
of fruit and other useful presents. As soon as we 
were hoisted on board the Dunottar Castle in the 
basket, Captain Eigby and officers greeted us most 
cordially, and many questions were asked on both 
sides. 

The trip was more or less uneventful until we 
reached East London, where we were told we must ' 
remain for three days, on which information I 
decided to land and take train inland to one of the 
ostrich farms, near the quaint little town of Uiten- 
hage. Before proceeding to the farms, we spent a 
few hours going about to see how the sheep's wool was 
washed and packed for shipment, the machinery for 
this work being so designed as to cleverly take the 
place of the workmen's hands. The horticulturist 
of the town showed us a number of rare and (to me) 
unknown plants, seeds and bulbs, many of which we 
took with us and later sent to England. 

At noon we took train part of the way back to a 
station called "Perseverance." How it ever got 
such a name remains a mystery, as there are but two 
houses, very far apart, one of which is owned by 
Mr. Hudson, where he had been over twelve years 
ostrich farming. He received us in a most friendly 
manner, inviting us in and offering us refreshments, 
of which we gladly partook, as the day was intensely 
warm. 

Wluni we had somewhat cooled off, we were 
shown the monkey and other household pets. Mr. 
Hudson's youngest child delighted in exhibiting the 
little brute's antics, while it studied its face in a 



188 THE BIOGRAPH IN BATTLE 

hand mirror ; indeed, it was the most laugha 
thing I had ever seen. 

The homestead is dreary in its barren sarrovind- 
ings, and I think it marvellous how these wonderful 
pioneers of a new country stand it. Sketches and 
snaps taken on the spot will almost give one the 
blues. 

This depression was soon dispelled by a formidable 
squad of military- looking giant birds, which, bare- 
legged, but otherwise well plumed — except on the 
neck and head— made their way towards us in a most . 
stately manner. After some running around one 
was caught for plucking. Before releasing him, Mr. 
Hudson dared me to ride the bird, which just then 
required three men to hold him. I knew I must not 
hesitate or I should be lost. I glanced around at the 
soil to see how many sharp rocks there were (as I 
hoped to visit other climes) and I made a dive for its 
back, only to be sent flying. My third attempt was 
Buecessful. 1 learned by this experience to get on 
its back when down, and await the awful upward 
plunge which speedily came. I only know that it 
was, without exception, one of the most absurdly 
wild rides I ever had, as we tacked about while I 
held on tightly to the wings. I didn't remain very 
long on ray perch, and slid off behind, a trick all 
bicychsts have had to learn when about to crash 
into something hard. Meanwhile my companion 
had been busy snapping the show. 

In our Wiinderiiigs we ciiuu- acroKK several 
skeletons of these monster birds, which we carried 
buck to the little station to await our triiin back to 
Port ¥A\7Aihe.th. No wonder th^it iny weight was 
Imt as an ailditioiml h;atluj-nn iho hird's back, when 
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yoa couiparo the size oi the thifjh-bone with that uf 
a man's. 

This ostrich farming, I am told, is one of the most 
paying busineBSes in the world. They take care ot 
themselves, need no feeding, and all you have to do 




is to pluck, and look after the young birds occasion- 
ally. Our friend, Mr. Hudson, is a tall, portly 
gentleman, doesn't look as if he had had a care in 
the world, and .delights to show off his fourteen 
children. ! marvel often at the pluck of these early 
settlers. 
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Nothing very interesting happened en route to 
Capetown. 

Capetown. — On leaving our old friend the s.a. _Dmm- 
otiar Castle, I drove to Mount Nelson Hotel, which 
is beautiiully situated, high above the town— on the 
only healthy part, it is said — ^and was lucky in 
securing delightful quarters. 

The cart, horses, and baggage were distributed 
between the stables and storerooms, and I prepared 
to make my rounds among the military powers. 
Much time was taken up writing and wiring to 
Bloemfontein headquarters and awaiting the replies; 
meanwhile, I had the pleasure of cultivating several 
of my acquaintances met by chance during the last 
six months' campaign, who had congregated at this 
Mount Nelson, a veritable oasis in this desert of 
sameness and unhealthiness. 

Several of my friends submitted with grace to the 
kodaking process, among whom were Colonel Long, 
Colonel Templer, Lord Bryan Leighton, Major 
Jones (Natal Press Censor), &c., ttc. 

After a wearisome day of getting ready and inter- 
viewing, I was always grateful for those congenial 
evenings quietly spent among friends, while listening 
to the divinely inspired "Parsifal" and other 
classic productions rendered by the Mount Nelson 
Btring Trio, who are finished musicians. 

May 12i/i.— Colonel Templer, my good friend of 
Aldershot days, has arranged a splendid picture for 
the Hiogi-aph this niorniug, so we prepare to drive 
out to Greenpoint to witness the experiment of using 
his traction engines to drag the large 0-in, guns int{i 
position for practice. 

Till' Ciuiu'ra we placed ou tlic lomi cki^e to the 
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Boer prisoners' enclosure, were we could see the 
fellows in groups talking fight, I suppose, although 
I fancy they have had enough and would be glad to 
let up. I took a snap-shot of the sentinel who 
despatched a suspicious character who would not 
reply to his challenge. Of course he was a Boer. 

A shout from some bystanders warned us of the 
arrival of the engine and gun. My instruction to 
them was to '* go like h ," which order I dis- 
covered later had been literally transmitted, much to 
the amusement of the kindly officer in charge. It 
was a sight ! By going faster than a walk it obliged 
soldier and officer to run as they passed the camera, 
which they had to do at their utmost speed in order 
to keep up. 

Unfortunately I wasn't able to stay to this gun 
practice, as I had to rush back and dress so as not to 
be too late for lunch at Mr. Khodes' palatial home 
at liondebush, some distance out of town. 

After a sharp ride of three-quarters of an hour I 
came in view of the well-known avenue of giant 
trees, twisting and turning on its way to the white 
house, a welcome shelter from the sun. 

Mr. Rhodes didn't keep me very long as I waited 
in his luxuriously equipped parlour. He had been 
visiting his horses, which I had the pleasure of 
seeing on a previous visit under the guidance of his 
sister. Miss Rhodes, who is passionately fond of the 
dumb brutes. 

Meeting cordially, we went in to lunch, and thanks 

to Ijady Mdward Cecil, who sat at my side, with 

Mr. Rhodes on the other, I learned much regarding 

this (uirthly paradise called ** Groot Schuur." 

I was especially interested in the curious wild 

14 
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thiugs with which I came in contact in the course 
of my wanderings through Mr. Khcwies' dotDGuns. 
These seemed to have no end, encompassing mile 
after mile of land, bearing up towards the great 
towering Dantaic Table Mountain and Devil's 
Peak. 




When speaking of Rhodesia, Mr. Bhodes turned in 
his chair and, pointing out through the open doors, 
remaried ; " If any portion of Khodesia could com- 
pare with that, 1 would ask you to come; but there's 
nothing like that.'' And, indeed, I can hardly 
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believe any place could be more beautiful ; and he 
seems to love it. As he spoke, a deliciously cool 
breeze bore in on its wings the most exquisite 
perfume of flowers, which could be seen terraced up 
and up towards a rich grove of dark evergreen trees, 
behind and beyond which, grand old Table Mountain 
waits, '' watching for the world to die." To cap the 
wonder of the scene, a few moments after the whole 
top of the flat table, two miles in length, became 
obscured by a delicate semi-transparent mist w^hich 
soon settled over the edge of the rugged cliffs. 

Among the guests there were Lady Charles 
Bentinck, Dr. Jameson (of the Jameson Kaid), Mr. 
Khodes, and others. 

After the repast, Mr. Rhodes called me to his desk 
and gave me a letter to his college chum, Lord 
Kitchener, and to his diamond manager, asking 
them to please give me *' every assistance." The 
last-mentioned instruction meant a few bags of 
diamonds, I suppose ! 

1 (^njoyed my visit immensely. Before leaving, 
^Ii-. Khodes l)egged me not to hurry, and to I'oam 
about, which I did. After getting several views of 
tlu^ interior and exterior of the house, I went .again 
up among the animals, making friends with zebras, 
kaiirkranes, tigers, lions, \'c. ; the lions were strangely 
tame, submitting calmly and with decided indifference 
to being snapped. I returned somewhat awed by 
the almost unparalleled accunmlaticm of beautiful 
and unicpie accoutrements and accessories of a home 
so far from civilistition. 

So, with a dozen letters of introduction, I pro- 
(•(»(»(1(m1 to Hloemfontein, leaving my assistant behind 
to follow with Cape cart and horses. 
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Friday. — At 9JiO the cOTndM: train left Capetown, 
and for three days and ni^ts we had a royal time 
on board. AVe had by good lack the first detach- 
ment of the Scottish ^National Bed Cro&s Hospital 
Corps and nurses, together vith the doctors and 
officers, feeding as best we eonid en route at the 
wretched stations at any lionr; once at 12.30 luid- 
nigbt for sapper, instead of six or seven. It was 
strange bow little gnunbhng there was and how 
mach fan. We had suffered before, so made the 
beat of it. 

The last day we shoald have been in at Bloem- 
fonlein at 8 p. in., bnt didn't arrive until the following 
dawn, and then only within thirteen miles of the 
town ; and not having had much supper we were 
starved. At 6.30 a.ni. we, on our other half of the 
corridor train, with heads covered up to keep out 
the bitter cold of the night, heard a cheer>' voice 
say, " Have a cup of tea and some biscuits ? "' and 
there, as though in a vision, we beheld the Red 
Cross ladies with the tea and biscuits in their hands. 

We greeted our benefactresses with cheer after 
cheer. Oh, were we not cold, hungry, and grateful \ 

At nine we reached Bloemfontein, all disem- 
barking, aa we could go no further. And here we 
stuck, waiting for orders from the front to proceed. 
Meanwhile I biisied myself wiring to Kroonstadt to 
Tjord Kitchener to help me up with thti Cape cart 
and horses, which undertaking seems so difScult, 
iiwin^ to th(i congested state of the traftic, 

1 viHiti'd caiup after camp, lunching here and 
tUcrr with the bravest of P]ngland's heroes. One 
camp i must mention in particular, for it cannot 
1)1' paKsrJ ..vcr liclitly. Tiie nobility nf Enghmd. 
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mostly millionaires, joined our forces, each paying 
£180. They are known as the 13th Regiment of 
Imperial Yeomanry, commanded by Colonel B. E. 
Spragge, numbering 543, among whom are the Duke 
of Cambridge's Own. Lord Longford raised his 
squadron in Dublin, consisting of hunting men from 
nearly every part of Ireland ; quite 90 per cent, of 
these are gentlemen. I might say the same of the 
46th Ulsters, raised by Captain E. Kokeley-Robinson. 
All their pay goes to the Widows and Orphans Fund. 
A splendid lot of fellows, not one thinking it 
beneath him to take care of his horse, stables, or 
whatever comes to hand. 

Battalion Staff. 

Lieut. -Colonel B. E. Spragge, D.G.O. 
Lieut. -Colonel A. G. Holland. 
Captain and Adjutant E. Rokeley- Robinson. 
Medical Officer, Captain F. A. Hadley. 
Veterinary Officer, Lieutenant E. I). Fenner. 
Quarter- Master, Lieutenant H. Dickinson. 



The last-named being my jolly and irresistibly 
humorous railway companion from Capetown. 
These fine fellows left to-day, and did their utmost to 
persuade me to join them. Had I done so I should 
have l)een captured, l^ut I nmst wait for my C^ape 
cart and horses, which are following by order of 
Lord Kitchener, to whom I wired ; no one paying 
tlu^ sliglitest attention to any other orders. Every 
timc^ I get into trouble I wire to his lordship, and 
innncMliately get a satisfactoiy answer. 

Mai/ 24fh. — I nmst skip much, and simply touch 
on things as they occur, as I seem to find less and 
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less time for these daily notes, which often are sadJy 



General Kelly- Kenny and Staff reviewed the 
troops, in honour of our heloved Queen. The 
review took place just outside the town, " by the 
Willows," and I, as usual, received every attention 
and conrtesy from the powers — all officers, friends, 
or strangers doing what they could to assist in 
making these li\'ing records of events that can never 
be repeated. • 

May '11th. — Chief of Police, Lieutenant G. I>, 
Gray, on whom I called, gave me a letter to the 
gaol, for Mr. Mulligan to help me get photos of the 
Boers, besides handing me the following interesting 
and unique document : 
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Tim iiiidpiNifrriL'd i-ei}ueHts anyoiia tiiidiuf; hijii, to lurvsl 
liim ami report to the ('oiiLiiiisnioncr o£ Police O.V.H, 
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get me up the line towards Pretoria, with no result. \ 
This was not the fault of Lord Kitchener, who sent i 
three telegrams to the authorities to the effect that 
I be given railroad facilities for Cape cart and horses; 
personal passes I had received some weeks before. 
They claimed that they needed the trucks to send 
up food for the soldiers, but having proved that each 
day there were several in excess of what was needed 
for this purpose, I can only say that the assistant 
transport agent acted against Lord Kitchener's 
orders and caused me endless worry and serious 
delay, and nearly wrecked my highest ambition, 
namely, to get to Pretoria in time for the entrance 
of the troops. I interviewed every one from the 
Governor-General to the brakesman of the trucks, 
and finally succeeded in engaging and paying for 
two trucks. We were shunted on to the 11.80, our 
Cape cart and ourselves in one, the horses in the 
other. 

Just as the train was about to move off three 
oiticers were found without accommodation, whom 
of course T invited to join us in our flat car, and it 
is with much pleasure that T look back to that unique 
trip. Fortunately (thanks to my ever thoughtful 
assistant, Mr. Cox, who had commandeered a huge 
tari)aulin) we were sheltered from the. bitter night 
cold and scorching sun during the day ; and what 
with a good supply of roast chicken and fresh bread 
which the l-^loemfontein Hotel had put up for me, 
we had a jolly supper interlarded with the narration 
of thrilling experiences of the campaign. 

Unfortunately our friends had to leave us at 
Wynburg Junction, at nine or ten that night, while 
we jolted along on our not too soft beds or springless 
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cattle-truck. We slept, however. At each stop, of 
■which there were many, the only sound ■would be 
the stamping of our horses in the next track, or the 

i ramp of a train guard. 

Had there been any fear of a surprise yte were 
well guarded, having over fifteen hundred men with 
us, piled in and out of every track. "We were 
obliged to go on with extreme caution, for fear of 
pitfalls, and gladly welcomed the dawn of another 

,day. 

Mai/ 30th.— ■'We arrived at Kroonstadt at 4 a.m., 
and after setting our food on the Mutograph (which 
■ . throughout the trip we used for a table) we break- 
fasted ; and, learning that the train would take a 
rest for several hours, and perhaps not leave before 
one o'clock, we proceeded to " do " the wretched 
place, which is large but painfully plain — a, vast 
expanse of galvanised sheet-iron covered buildings, 
barely boasting of a onc-atory structure. We passed 
a chemist's and a large hotel now converted into a 
hospital, In fact almost every large building, 
including the big church, we found packed with 
sufferers, attended by our brave Ked Cross nurses, 
painfully overworked, untiring in their endeavours 
to alleviate their sufferings. The court-house, with 
its crowd of wariiors giving up their arms, arrested 
GUI' attention, and we watched them as they handed 
in their weapons, wearing a sullen, dogged look on 
their faces, which they tried tu hide as they were 
snapped. 

After a later breakfast at the Central Hotel, the 
oiu! and only place we could find, we continued our 
wandtinngs anioug the defences, rivur banks. A;c., 
meeting; groiijis.dverynowand thfn, i<t harmless {?). 
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discomfiture and relief, at discovering only a lonely 
cow. 

We had to know our surroundings and neighbours, 
of course, always before camping. We outspanned, 
in spite of possible danger, lit our fire, and trusted 
to Providence. After supper we wandered about in 
the dark to find water for the horses, and were well 
repaid by discovering a little pond, from which a 
stream was flowing, showing it wasn't stagnant. 

After rather a restless night we arose nearly 
frozen, as usual, and moved on as quickly as 
possible to encounter the most terrible roads in 
all my experience, better call them no roads at all. 
Our l)easts were covered with lather, and w^ere 
ahnost losing their breath, when to aid them we had 
to ])ush behind, or all of us tug at a wheel, the while 
lashing our patient and willing horses into continued 
great etfort. At ten we met an officer wiio told us 
lu^ did not think we could go any further unless we 
spanned a team of oxen. We, however, reached 
the Vaal that afternoon at two, without losing he^art 
()!• a horse. 

About a mile from the river we stopped half an 
hour to rest our horses. Here we discovered the 
kindest of hosts in mein Herr Baum, a Uussian Jew, 
proprietor of the only store in this mining district. 
H(^ did his best to fill us up with whisky from his 
scant supply, noticing how exhausted we were. We 
got a loaf and trekked on to the river, ploughing 
our way through deep sand. Our horses on seeing 
tiie water fairly tugged at their traces, and before 
long we wen^ in heaven for a while, as we camped 
at the bottom of tlie embjinkment, outspanning at 
the water's edge. Wliat Elysium ! What a delight- 
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fill bath !^rat iigh ! how cold. We selected oui 
camp spot up the stream btiyond the dead horse; 
and bullocks ; one of these which looked particularly 
B it lay on its side just out ol reach of the 
water I touched with my foot. The wretched beast 
opened its eyes and gazed intently at me with the 
most pitiable expression of anguish. I had to turn 
away and forget the sight. On again then, a long 
pull and. a pull all together, we reached the top of 
the bank. Now in the Transvaal, we drove to the 
railroad station, about two miles distant, through 
another mining town, dreary and indescribably 1 
lonely. ' I stated my case to the kindly staff of&cer, 
who promised me a lift on the train next ruoming. 
We slept at the station, commandeeriag the tele- 
graph oftice for ourselves, while we put up the 
horses in a room near by. At about eleven, tha- 
staff officer, with courteous and profuse apologiea- 
for disturbing us, said, as there was not a room 
better suited for his purpose he feared he must use 
our telegraph office, or bedroom, foe the safe-keepiog 
of some three hundred Boer prisoners who were 
coming in on the midnight train, offering us at the 
same time his quarters, which he begged we would 
share with him. We got up, of course, and com- 
menced packing, but hadn't proceeded far before he 
returned and said it was all right to stay where we 
were, and if the prisoners came he would try and 
find other ipiarters for them, or keep them on the 
train. 

That was a night ! Next iloor to us there were 
several enteric patients, wlm roughed and j^roaned 
all night. My assistant spent (^uitc a long time in 
pasiin^ lip brukcn wiiidnws uilli papt-f to keep out 
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Pretoria, June 6th.— Lord Roberts kindly con- 
sented to being biographed at beadquarters witl4 
his Staff, laughingly allowing me to carry off hig 
table with the South African map into the hot 
ami, whither he proceeded, followed by the Staff tq 
diecuBs matters. The Biograph shows the guardg 
saluting as he descends from the house which servei 
as headquarters. In the course of his progresB 
despatches are handed to him. The background 
shows the flag waving. Those present wer^ : — 

Lord Level Roberts. 

General Sir W. Nicholson, Director of Transport. 

Colonel N. Chamberlain, Private Se-cretary. 

Colonel H. Cowan, Military Secretary. 

Colonel Ward, Director of Suppliea. 
eij'i / Major Furse Daag. 

1 . j,{ Captain Waterfleld. 

/|/ [ Captain Lord Settrington, A.D.C. 

Captain Lord Herbert Scott, A.A.A, 

Lieutenant Eai'l of Kerry, A.D.C. 

Lieutenant Duke of Westminster, A.D.C. 

Major Edwards, I.M.S. 

Colonel Sir Henry Bawlinsou, D.A.A.G. 

Lord Stanley, Press Censor. 

Captain Stirling, Coldstream Cjnards, 

Lieutenant Massey, Coldstream (ruards. 

Genera! Sir J. Hills Johnes (personal friend of 
Lord Roberts ; got their V.C.s together) . 

Major Laing, Commander Body Guard. 
The picture is known as " First Day in Pretori;i 
at Headquarters.'" 

Pretoria, June 7, I'JOU. — All is moderately quiet 
again after the excitement of tht; coming in, although 
sevenvl regiments are Inisy getting settled. The 
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within ten or twelve railes east of Pretoria we got 
off at (1 a.iu., BOon catching up with Loi'd Roberts 
and Staff, who were already breakfasting by the i-oad- 
side with the Indian servitorR iu atteudanco ; most 
picturesque sight ! Meanwhile, awaiting a move on 
the part of Lord Roberts, we fed our beasts and 
munched some dry biscuits ourselves. At 8.30 the 
cavalcade moved on, and we followed to a stone 
kopje, from which telescopic observations ■were made 
and heliograph messages sent to neigbbouring hills. 
Here we remained for an bour listening to the 
distant firing before us. This was far too tanta- 
lising. As soon as Lord lioberta pushed on ow 
the veldt, bearing to the right to join Genei 
Pole-Carew and the naval guns, we kept to tl 
road, reaching the top of the hill or highest pa^ 
t"he road, and from tbence looked longingly down 
the valley below, and wondered if we dared proceed* 
as the rifles were cracking from the surrounding 
hills across the river. How I did bless (?) those 
white horses and that conspicuous Cape cart, and 
had I had a pot of khaki paint I think I should have 
painted the beasts. It was, however, too trying not 
to advance any further, and so, trusting to luck, we 
drove a mile and a half further on, reaching the 
celebrated Eli Marks' property at the liverside 
called Vremigen. "We stopped at the little inn. 
Ilazeldt'an, and found a patrol among the tree.'; 
cum man due ring i'nin] for their hni'ses. I soon iniidi- 
I'l-iendfi with liic jirujii'icUir, a ilussian Jew, wliu 
^'iivi' ]iiL' IVi'i' iii'i-i'ss In Ills liimsc, and there Wf 
-.tuuk fni- iliirr <\ii\ . w LI irliiii^' llu- battle by day, 
iml I'liriii;^ In |iifH(i'ii liirtlK^r than a kopje over 
llir tjvrr, \sli('rr sliiiLiiiul \\ ;is rvfi'v HOW and then 
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Pretoria, June ^ith. — Lord Huberts kiudly con- 
Bented to being biograpbed at headquarters with 
his Staff, laughingly allowing me to carry off his 
table with the South African map into the hot 
Bun, whither he proceeded, followed by the Staff to 
discuss matters. The Biograph shows the guards 
saluting as he descends from the house which serves 
as head(]uarters. In the course of his progress 
despatches are handed to him. The background 
shows the flag waving. Those present were : — 

Lord Lovei Roberts. 

General Sir W. Nicholson, Director of Transport. 

Colonel N. Chamberlain, Private Secretary. 

Colonel H. Cowan, Military Secretary. 

Colonel Ward, Director of Supplies. 

Major Furse Daag, 

Captain Waterfield. 

Captain Lord Settrington, A.D.C. 

Captain Lord Herbert Scott, A.A.A. 

Lieutenant Earl of Kerry, A.D.C. 

Lieutenant Duke of Westminster, A.D.C. 

Major Edwards, I. M.S. 

Colonel Sir Henry Rawlinsou, D.A.A.G. 

Lord Stanley, Press Censor. 

Captain Stirling, Coldstream Guards. 

Lieutenant Maasey, Coldstream Guards. 

General Sir J. Hills Johnes (personal friend of 
Lord iioherts ; got their V.C.s together). 

Major Laing, Commander Body Guard. 
The picture is known us " First Day in rrelonn 
at Headquarters." 

Pretoriii, June'i, lilOO. — All is moderately qiiiei 
again after tlin exciteuiont of the coming in, althoufih 
several regimtinls are busy gttting settled. The 
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the firing, at the same timfe renewing my acquaint- 
ance with General Pole-Care w, whom I knew on 
board the Dunottar Castle. I reminded him of our 
experiences at Madeira, when he boldly pushed a 
rude native or Portuguese into the water, and then 
the row which ensued, over which we had a good 
laugh . 

I could clearly see our men ranged along the kopje 
l)ase as the enemy returned their shots, while our 
guns tried to clear the adjacent hills of their obnoxious 
presence. 

After scouring the country for a few hours w^e paid 
our bill at Hazel dean, for the use of a room and for 
chicken stew which the Tommies stole from the 
kitchen during the night, then trekked back to 
Pretoria in order to arrange for Lord l\ol)erts' 
promised series of pictures. When uncertain of the 
road in the dark 1 made for what looked like, or 
ratlier smelt like, dead horses or bullocks — fmcj land- 
marks, an excellent guide on the veldt when on.e is 
in dithcultv. 

June \()tli. — At headquarters. Sir H. Kawlinscm 
is spending nuich time in helping me. Lord Roberts 
lending himself with his usual grace and kindliness, 
such as passing through one door instead of another 
so as to suit the requirements of light and shade. 
This living portrait which I made of Lord lioberts, 
I suggested to him we would gladly send to Lady 
lioberts with his permission. To this he consented 
with pl(\'isure, he said. Then as I wished to photo- 
graph him on his beautiful charger, he again 
smilingly ccmsented, besides leaving off his helmet 
and wearing his forage cap when asked to do so. 
The soldiers adore him. There is never the slightest 
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mumiuf against hiin ; he is ever courteous, kind and 
considerate, and withal firm as a rock. 

June 17iA.— Wc have sold our horses and Cape 
cart, saddles, tent and general camping outfit, and 
are now waiting the end of the campaign. Some 
think that Botha will surrender and that De Wet is 
surrounded. Many rumours afloat. Botha pushed 
a few miles further from Pretoria when we again 
fought hiin. We commandeered some Basuto 
ponies to-day and rode out to Wunderbaum and the 
caves, twenty miles in return. Stopped at a Boer 
house for lunch — much entertained hy the hostess 
and her children. Here at last we get some fresh 
butter. I bought all they had, some five pounds, 
and put it into my saddlebags. Before leaving this 
charming district we stopped to photograph the 
bouse, and pretty ten-year old daughter playing with 
her pet lambs, dog, and cat, which followed her 
about in the most amusing manner. Then I pro- 
ceeded to the caves, taking with me twine and 
candles. On the way were to be seen many holes 
dug by gold prospectors. Passing a Kaihr kraal of 
several huts, we had quite a diverting time snap- 
shotting the half-naked inmates. They were adorned 
with beads and brass ornaments, of some of which I 
relieved the ladies by paying a fair price. As for 
the little tots, pickaninies, they were an endless 
source of delightful amusement to me. These 
pdirplc ixr(! jierfectly happy when with her Majesty's 
■suhjeotH. hut ai-u ilJ-treiLted by the Boers. A helmet 
la always greeted witJi a f;riii. After bidding them 
goi idliye, tjii'v niiaud their .inns and continued loudly 
crying, "Inknos! Baha 1 Sakubona!" It means, 
"Chief! i'jLthei'! 1 soe you!" One man followed 
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to guide us to the caves. About a mile further on, 
not far from a kopje, a good clump of trees indicated 
the locality. After dismounting and giving our 
horses in charge of the attendant, we lit our candles 
and let out our ball of twine to guide us back 
through the complex windings. All quite interest- 
ing, these caves, but ordinary and not half so large 
or interesting as those I discovered in America, at 
the Natural Bridge in Virginia. Nearly all the way 
down we amused ourselves chipping off the roof and 
sides bits of gold-bearing quartz. It was easy to 
follow the reef. No doubt some day soon these 
caves will be worked, especially as Dame Nature has 
already tumbled around the gold ore to invite trade. 
After scrambling about, pushing through most un- 
comfortal)ly small holes (being rewarded once in a 
while, however, by coming out into larger rooms), we 
gave it up, especially as we found that our time had 
run out and one of our party had strayed far ahead. 
After much shouting we finally got together* again 
and left these fascinating underground haunts to 
the bats, that were now wide awake and persistent 
in coming up against us. Two of these we caught, 
and my assistant placed them inside his helmet. As 
nature had deprived him of his hair, it is a mystery 
to me still how he stood the fuss and scratchings on 
his bare pate. Every now and then, while stopping 
for breath, we would hear the flap of their wings 
against the helmet. It was awfully funny, especially 
his frantic endeavours to regain his pets when his 
luiadgear came off while he was trying to save him- 
self from a fall. Daylight again. Quickly saddling 
our J^asuto ponies, we strike across country, keeping 
a sharp look-out for any unpleasant rencontre. Night 
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murmur against him ; he is ever courteous, kind iffl 
considerate, and witlia! firm as a rock. 

June nth. — ^We have sold our horses and Caj 
cart, saddles, tent and general camping outfit, an 
are now waiting the end of the campaign. Soni 
think that Botha will surrender and that De Wet 
siu-rounded. Many rumours afloat. Botha, pushe 
a few miles further from Pretoria when we a^ai 
fought him. We commandeered some Basut 
pouies to-day and rode out to Wunderbaum and th 
caves, twenty miles in return. Stopped at a Bot 
house for lunch — much entertained by the hostet 
and her children. Here at last we get Bome fres 
butter. I bought all they had. some five poundi 
and put it into my saddlebags. Before leaviup thi 
charming district we stopped to photograph th 
house, and pretty ten-year old daughter playing wit 
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about in the most amusing manner. Then 1 im 
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shotting the half-naked inmates. They were adonie 
with beads and brass ornaments, of snrr.„ e i_- i 
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of nott: happened, except that we got atnck f 
and a half hours on the open veldt, 
having broken down, we had to vrait its return f 
Elansfontein, where it had gone for repairs or 
exchange. Meanwhile we scanned the darkening 
horizon with our field-glasses for Boers, and found 
them, four in number, on horseback, watching us. 
I cannot say I felt altogether comfortable. We were 
but a mere handful of men, and hardly able to defend 
the train. Our officer friends had a quiet consul- 
tation, and the senior officer took charge and got the 
few men together and ready. Night came on, and 
bitterly cold it grew, none daring to sleep. Several 
of our men on guard lay down and watched tne sky- 
line for Boers. At about nine we heard the distant 
whistle of the locomotive, and knew our release had 
come. Soon we were away, and reached Johannia- ( 
burg at about 10.30, when we were glad to retire ' 
and rest our weary bones. 

Next day, June 28tk. — We thoroughly canvassed 
the city through the open-hearted hospitable mining 
manager of the Meyer and Charlton, Mr. Kurt 
Baswitz, who spent several days showing me the 
ins and outs of this marvellous and world-renowned 
gold reef, and the processes used to extract the 
precious metal. I was deeply interested, and grate- 
ful to him and his associates for their trouble and 
kindness. The Ferari Mines have also much to 
boast of in e.\cellent machinery, all in good working 
(iid.T. uikUt the able management of Mr. Walker, 
who. In the \V!\y, got bis enmpound Kaffir manager 
Ln Uu'ii out l\\iv.i'. lum<lre<l iialf-naked saviiges to 
<iaii(:(' ;i wardaiH-i' fur nie. 'I'liurc was so much dust 
r;u>i(il m lin^ir wild ■^ynUioiis that it had to hu 
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repeated on less dusty ground. It was a fine sight, 
but it proved rather difficult to secure the best 
portion of this unique dance. Eider Haggard's 
description of a war dance cannot be surpassed, so I 
must refer my friends to any of his South African 
books on the subject. Several Kaffirs are placed in 
front of the warriors and hammer at huge, crudely 
made xylophones, ranging from a deep bass to a high 
treble — wonderfully musical and pleasing to the ear. 
There's one thing you may always be sure of when 
it is a question of Kaffir singing, that you will 
never hear a discordant sound*. It is wild, weird, 
grand. 

They discuss the enemy in a monotonous chant, 
pointing occasionally to the distant hills where they 
propose to attack and eat them up, and gradually 
work themselves into a frenzy, singing furiously, 
and dashing their assegai and shields to the ground, 
leaping into the air and stamping on their imaginary 
enemies. It makes the cold chills creep down your 
back — so awfully realistic does it appear. They 
seem in deadly earnest, and keep on and on while 
the musicians hammer away with the deep undertone 
of the tom-tom, keeping this up until nearly faint 
from exhaustion. 

Our time is well spent aboveground among the 

mining machinery, and to vary the programme we 

take a run down a mine in a sort of elongated bucket, 

which is used to hoist out the water, among other 

things. Four of us, packed like herrings in a barrel, 

would go down with a rush at a signal from our 

cicerones, Mr. Conly or Mr. Baswitz, and soon lose 

sight of the opening as the angle of the reef changed. 

We reached a level, 1,700 feet deep, and wandered 

19 
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about in surprisinf^ly dry tunnels, soon becominfj 
absorbed in the account given us of the manner in 
which the ore is mined, which seems to be a curious 
hard conglomerate containing quartzose pebbles, - 
around which the gold is found invisible to the naked 
eye. After making a few sketches we reascend, 
and gladly welcome the sunlight after our long 
underground walk. 

Through the courteous hospitality of our friends, 
we enjoyed a aumptuouB repast that evening — an 
" at home "—which was a decided improvement on 
uur veldt fare. Next day we were driven about in 
Mr. Baswitz' splendid carriage and pair, and shown 
the most wonderful city in the world for its years — 
a perfect Eldorado. These grand palatial edifices are 
furnished regardless of cost, and money seems to be 
a very ordinary thing here. You become satiated 
with gold dust, gold amalgam, and gold bars ; in the 
very streets and squares gold reef outcroppings may 
be Been, and many a householder has gold in his 
cellar. 

The people are large-hearted, and it is a relief to 
find penuriousness an unknown trait in the character 
of the inhabitant of Johannisburg. He is ready to 
spend money like water for a good thing, or even 
to help a penniless brainy chap who may have come 
out to seek his fortune. 

The city seems to greatly grieve over the loss of 
its able mining engineer. Major Seymour, who was 
shot in tile defence of his country. He had forined 
ii volunteer corps, and before Lord Jloberts lurived ;it 
■Inhiinnisburg was shot in or near that city \\t sonic 
eng;i.j,'i;iuent. 

My last eveninj: in Juhiimiisburg was spent in a 
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unique and delightful way. My friend, Lieutenant 
Bates, invited me to meet Colonel Curtis and several 
of his officer friends and dine inside the city fort, 
giving me the seat of honour beside the Colonel, 
which I greatly enjoyed. We were about thirty or 
forty at a long table, lit from above by electric lights. 
The fact that the room, or vault, was bomb-proof 
within the walls of the fort made the event all the 
more odd. After a good military dinner and ex- 
cellent wine, we all adjourned to the comman- 
deered home of Lieutenant Bates (who, by the 
way, is Crown Prosecutor for Johannisburg). There 
we had a royal night of it. It is wonderful how 
much talent can be dug out from our British officers 
at such times. But the best of friends must part, 
and on the morrow we packed up again. I wrote to 
Lord Roberts' headquarters to ask if anything was 
going to happen. 

On July 3rd came the kind reply to my letter : 

" No hurry, probably month at least. — Colonel Sir 
H. Rawlinson." 

80 off we went a few days later, and got on 
towards De Aar to change for Kimberley, thence to 
Capetown. 

The trip took nearly a week, but was interesting 
in part, especially Kimberley. We left on Monday, 
travelling day and night, and only reached Capetown 
on Saturday — Whew ! 

But to return to De Aar Junction, where we had 
to get off the main line. We were obliged to get into 
the guard's van, which we found devoid of springs 
and very dusty. We luckily got some hot water 
from the engine as night came on and made our tea, 
and wound up by sleeping (or trying to) on the 
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shelf. We first tried to both sleep, head to foot, buti'l 
as it grew unbearably narrow, my companion took 1 
to the dusty flooi'. The 'goods train stopped every- ■! 
where during the night, and not being able to even 1 
shut our eyes, we amused ourselvea by watching the<1 
splendid moon as we tramped up and down on th& 1 
veldt, keeping close to the rails for fear of a sudden 1 
start. We could easily hear when the other train | 
was coming for which we were waiting on a siding^ 
as this system is nearly all on the narrow gauge atMM 
singie line. ^ 

Next morning we got in at 4.30, and were hustlejfl 
out by moonlight into a vacant waiting-room. Wcfl 
soon procured some hot water, and refreshed oui^fl 
selves with some ground coffee made, like tea, in o alB 
cups. ^M 

At seven we coromenced to tramp the city, tbi^| 
only just getting light, and soon found our wS^^ 
towards the Diamond huge quarry open cuts, 
perfectly volcanic in its appearance ; in fact, the 
theory many people hold here is, that these diamond 
pits are a series of long extinct volcanic craters 
which have been instrumental in fonning these 
diamonds through heat and pressure, as the grey 
clay containing the pebbles goes down, and is found 
at great depths in shafts, and nowhere else. 

At nine I had presented my letter from the Hon. 
Cecil Rhodes, in which he requests that I be shown 
over and "given every assistance," and soon we were 
tlyin^ from one part of the country to another, visit- 
ing' till' splendid offices containing tht: cut dianioiuU 
tn iIk' viiliiL' of liundrods of thousands of pounds, 
l-'rnui llu'i'i' we \vo;it ;i distance of two mill's to 
llir iiulsatni-s, \vti(Ti> the diauioiidw arc iiU'clianiuiLllv 
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picked out. For years tHey had to employ hundreds 
of people to sort out diamonds, and now, by the 
simplest discovery made by a nameless employi, 
the whole diamond business takes on a new phase, 
and becomes the most fabulously important money- 
making scheme in the world. A pot of grease 
did it. 

Mr. Lambert, foreman of the works, who was 
unfortunately killed by a shell exploding in his 
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room at the Grand Hotel in Kimberley, had been 
experimenting on pulsators, or inclined tables over 
which water and pebbles, graduated through meshes, 
were made to fall or slide as the tables shivered and 
shook laterally. A young employe, whose hands 
were very greasy, had run his hand across the plate, 
and then, lo and behold ! a diamond had stopped. 
Quickly dabbing on a lot of grease, he found that all 
the diamonds, large and small, were arrested in their 
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rash . Strange to say, scarcely a diamond can escape 
being caught by the grease, while everything else is 
carried on and past these sparkling gems. The 
large ones are picked off and the grease treated with 
hot caustic soda, forming a watery soap, and thus 
saving the little gems. 

We next visited the huge fields where the ore is 
brought up from the sliafts. Here, by the way. 
Cecil Rhodes stowed away and fed many thousand 
1 and children while the city was being daily 
bombarded . 

The clay, soft and hard, is thrown out and spread 
for the sun and weather to gradually disintegrate. 
A careful and sharp eye could make a little fortune 
in discovering diamonds, for after eighteen months 
the clay crumbles to dust, and in breaking up 
it may not be impossible to find a few big 
atones. 

All this is carried to the washing departmeut, of 
which there are several, at a mile or so apart, where 
the" ore is washed free of the very fines, and all 
gravelly stuff sifted through rotary sieves, the larger 
going on to the "Gates" crushers, whence they 
return to be washed. The circular washers then 
receive the stuff, and so on, the pebbles having been 
all extracted from the two kinds of clay. They are 
then sent down to the pulsators, and, as already 
explained, the diamonds are extracted. 

While driving around we saw huge iron towers, from 
which Kcarcliiii^hts arc in constant use, sweeping the 
diiUnoml lit;lilri tn sec if ihwc is any one searching 
among ilic liinip^ of clay for the gems. TIil'sl' 
sc;u-clilii^liU m-Av iiiviikiable during tlie KinibL-rii'V 
siege. In \\;it(.li tlii' ;ippruitcli of the enemy and give 
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onr people warning. On one of these towers Colonel 
Kekewitch, who had command of the military forces 
in that city, had an observation tower built even 
above the searchlight, and one and all of these 
towers were connected with this one (as head- 
quarters) telephonic ally. 




vSVf-^T 



The people here worehip Khodos, mid had il not 
been for him they »iiy tlie city coiiid not have 
held out. Ho did everytliing. His nunuiy went 
lik« water. He fud thousands gratis. The I)e 
Beer Company Inaned and gavi? out Imge loads of 
boiler plates for defences, and tiually built " Long 
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Cecil" at their works with what material they had. 
This gun was successful, among the first few shots 
fired.inhitting the nose of the Boers' big, destructive, 
far-ranging "Long Tom." One picture loaned me for 
reproduction by one of the unfortunates within the 
city, shows the women and children waiting their 
turn to go down the mine, in mortal terror of this 
Long Tom and other possible shells. Another shows 
their release after several weeks' imprisonment 
underground, at a depth of 1,400 feet. Many are 
now suffering terribly from rheumatism, which the 
doctors fear is permanent in many cases. 

A snap-shot shows Long Cecil guarded in the 
city barracks. Its Boer rival, Long Tom, had to 
undergo amputation, which operation was per- 
formed in Pretoria, the gun having become so 
battered that over two feef had to be cat off before 
it could be used again. This repairing took some 
time, and gave the inhabitants a temporary surcease 
of hostilities from that particular source. . 

There is lots to tell about Kimberley, but time 
won't allow, so on our way to the railway station 
we amused ourselves counting the huge placards 
announcing the fact that the America n Biograph 
would be exhibited nightly to sEow~ the war 
pictures. 

Passing the bridge we noticed a small British flag 
--or handkerchief flag — very much the worse tor 
weather und wear ; and finding the owner, I got my 
crnupuninii to cliiuh the telegraph pole, while I took 
tin: iMsicsi t?! joh in quieting the proprietor's qualms. 
The llii;; looked so dejected and forlorn that I thought 
i( my duly U> fakr it, awiiy, and in the act destroy 
lilt' ilM|l|■('M^i^>ll ah'cjuly inude on the passers by, that 





THE BIOGRAPH IN BATTLE 2y3 

our flag, however small and insigniticant, could 
appear anything else but triumphant; so I bagged 
the game. This flag, among several others not now 
there, was part of the celebration of the rehef of 
Kimberley. 
From Kimberley we made a straight shoot to 
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Capetown, only stopping long enough at lie Aar 
to see how many uiore graves there were, am 
taking some wnap-shotB of the poor chaps' last 
resting-place. 

Capetown, July IHf A.— We cabled to our reepoctive 
families and j^y London partner. Saturday, Sunday 
Monday, Tuesday passed, and no answer camci unti 
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Wednesday morning, just in time to get their 
welcome messages before we sail on the Caris- 
brooke Castle, July IH, 1900. 

As a fitting wind-up to our South African cam- 
paign we visit the great Post Office at Capetown, 
under military rule, and are lost in wonder as to how 
the army, with its thousand branches, ever receive 
their letters, especially as our men are constantly 
heing changed about from one brigade to another. 

I am indebted to Major G. W. Treble, who has 
full charge of all this work for Africa, for the 
most interesting account of how it is done. He 
said : — 

" To begin with, there is every week an average of 
750,000 letters, besides tons of parcels, and every- 
body growls about not getting their letters in time. 
They may be thankful to get them at all, what with 
men changing their regiment, De Wet's little fun in 
destroying three weeks' batch of '2.000 bags, and a 
single line only for thousands of miles around the 
country. 

"A gentleman called at the Capetown offices and 
begged to be allowed to go through the mail which 
had just come in, as he would know his letters in a 
minute and save us much trouble. I was willing of 
course if he chose to spend the time, and escorting 
him to the great halls I pointed to a huge pyramid 
of sacks, and told him he would have to work 
through that first, then go into the next room and 
there he would find a similar lot. He, of course, 
declined to undertake the work and gracefully retired. 
Yes, it is wonderful how we ever got out of this 
apparently chaotic state of things. It all comes out 
straij,'ht, though, with Kvstcm and hard work. 
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"It is funny to see clever portrait sketches and 
photographs on the envelopes, placed there to 
assist us in identifying the lost ones who have 
shifted over to some other regiment and forgotten to 
write home about the change." 




It is wonderful how greatly the penny postage 
[ has helped tii fill up the mail bags. All the 
f ToramtBs and their sweethearts know of the 
■ redaction, unfortunately for the otticials, and no 
Iplace is more popular than the field post office. 
} That much sought after place is haunted day and 
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night. You lose a friend — why ! you just send to the 
post office, not the pub. At LadyBiuith I ascertained 
that over twenty tons of letters were in the town in 
less than three days after the rehef — i.e., twelve ox- 
wapgona and two mule-waggons heavily loaded. 

It is with the deepest feeling of gratitude that I 
now watch the receding shores of South Africa, 
and know that I am on my way home after a ten 
months' fever-heat of excitement, toil and peril. 

These war experiences have been of a -most 
complex nature, but 1 am conscious of one supreme 
impression deepening as my mind reviews the whole 
bewildering throng. It is my admiration of the 
British soldiery and commanders together with a 
prophetic sense of their ability to maintain the high 
standard of an advanced civilisation, which they 
have BO signally evinced, as well in peace as in war. 
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CURRENT ACCOUNTS. 
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21 0/ DEPOSIT ACCOUNTS. Ol °/ 
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FRANCIS RAVENSCROFF, Manager. 

Telephone No. 5 Holhorn. 

Telegraphic Address: "Birkbkck, London." 

THE 

Shipwrecked Fishermen and Mariners' 
Royal Benevolent Society. 

^^ Therj is Sorrow on the Sea." 

Patron — Hku Majesty the Queen (since 1839). 

The Shipmrreoked Mariners' Society has relieved over 
HALF-A-MILLION persons since the Society was founded. 
Sixty years ago. 

By this National Organisation and its Local Representatives every- 
where — 

The Shipwrecked are instantly cared for on the spotimd sent home. 

The Widow and Orphan are immediately sought out and succoured. 

The Distressed Seafarer is at once charitably assisted. 

The Mariner and Fisherman are directly encouraged in self-help 
by availing themselves of the advantages of Membership. 

FUNDS are oarnostly APPEALED for by 

tho Committoo off Managomont. 

Chairman of Committee — Admiral E. S. Adeane, C.M.G. 

Secretary— Q. E. Maude, Esq., 26, Suffolk Street, Pall Mall East, 

London, S.W. 
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